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GARDENER FOR THE MAFIA 


This dangerous and savage alpha has me feeling so 
possessed and taken. I’ve never felt anything like it. 


I’m just an inexperienced naive girl working as a gardener 
on his billionaire’s estate. When he hears me singing one 
day, he confronts me, and I’m left to wonder if I’ve made the 
mob boss mad. 


I just can’t believe that this experienced older man who 
knows what he wants and knows how to take it would be 
interested in me. 


I’ve been tricked in the past and I can’t stop wondering if 
this primal possessive silver fox is messing with my head. 
What if it’s really too good to be true? 


I’m not from the criminal underworld like him. I don’t know 
how that life works. But I’ve had my fair share of drama, 
and now I’m just aching for a happily ever after. 


Can I follow my dreams and become a singer songwriter at 
the same time as being pursued by the feral savage alpha, 
or will my self doubt and personal pain ruin the irrefutable 
bond we share? 


*Gardener For The Mafia is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


| orenzo 


I sit back in the bar moving the tip of my finger around my 
glass, taking in the scene with the cold gaze of a lion 
stalking the Savannah. 


A group of men sit in the corner, trying their best to look 
tough, one with his shirt sleeves rolled up to reveal a 
dagger tattoo on his forearm. They leer at the women and 
some of the women - in their skin tight skirts and low cut 
tops - grin and giggle and one even flashes a slice of her leg 
at them. 


I turn away, shaking my head, and then take a measured sip 
of my beer. Matteo, my consigliere, will be here soon. He’s 
never late, but I got here early due to another meeting I 
had close by. 


There’s a horizontal mirror above the bar, running the 
entire length of it, multiplying the bottle necks. The late 
afternoon sun slants in and catches it, causing the more 
colorful bottles to light up like a rainbow. 


“Pretty, ain’t it?” a woman says from beside me. 


I glance at her. 


She’s stick thin with the sort of cheeks that make her face 
look sunken in. Her leather skirt rides so high up her legs 
I’m sure I could see her underwear if I bothered to look. I 
catch her gazing at my gold watch with wide frantic looking 
eyes. 


“Not as pretty as you, though,” she croons, sliding up to the 
bar. 


I bite down a scathing remark. Even if this woman has no 
shame and even if the approach she’s taking could never, in 
a million lifetimes, excite me, she’s still a person and 
deserves respect. 


“Pm not interested,” I say, taking a small sip of beer. 


When I choose a woman, it will be for life. I want a woman 
who can bear my children and be a partner, not just a piece 
of flesh I can pick up and use whenever I want. 


I want somebody who will compliment me, a goddamned 
teammate. I long ago gave up on finding her though. I know 
that if I find her, my body will instantly react. My seed will 
leap around inside of me, eager to escape and make a home 
inside her womb. My primal instincts will beat their chest 
inside of me, like a silverback gorilla staking his territory. 


When I look at this woman, I feel none of that. I feel 
nothing. Not even disgust. I’m so used to her type and so 
bored of it. 


“TIl do anything you want, baby,” she goes on, just like I 
guessed she would. “I know what I’m doing, too. I’m good.” 


I shake my head, biting down so my jaw juts out like 
boulders from my face. I feel it pressing against my skin. 


I suppose a forty-two year old billionaire mafia boss is 
appealing to women like this, vultures, hangers on, women 
who specifically target wealthy men and try to exchange 
their bodies for a taste of it. Or perhaps she’s the other 
sort, the ones who just want casual skin on skin contact and 
then to forget about it the next day. 


Neither interests me. 
“I don’t care how good you are,” I tell her firmly. “Leave.” 


“Wow,” she huffs, tossing her head so that her bleached 
blonde hair falls across her shoulders in strands. Her roots 
showing. “I would’ve sucked your dick, you know. I would’ve 
proper deep throated you. Your loss.” 


I laugh gruffly. “My loss,” I agree sarcastically. 


I turn back to the bar as she gets to her feet and walks 
unsteadily toward the group of men in the corner. She 
seems to enjoy the way they all yip at her approach like 
starving hyenas. 


Finally, Matteo arrives. My second in command is a short 
man with a shock of coconut hair and a wispy black 
mustache. The men are always giving him a hard time on 
how his hair and mustache don’t match. 


“Sorry, boss,” he says. “Traffic was a bitch.” 
“We good?” I ask. 


“With Diego Romano?” he mutters, sliding onto the stool 
next to me. 


“Yes,” I say. 


He runs a hand through his hair, his silver rings gripping 
tightly onto the flesh of his fingers. “You know what that 
pricks like. The bastard won’t quit. Keeps saying that the 


only way to make sure the Romanos and the DeLucas are 
properly allied is for you to marry his daughter.” 


“That’s not going to happen,” I tell him. 
“I know,” Matteo says. “That’s what I keep telling him.” 


I glance at the mirror, watching in the reflection as the 
woman drops into a man’s lap and starts squirming around, 
giving him a lap dance. I look away quickly, wondering if rll 
ever find my queen, the woman I’ve been searching for my 
entire life. 


“Come on,” I say, standing up and patting Matteo on the 
back. “Let’s go handle business. Diego will get over it. We 
run a Clean business, no mess, no drama. I want to keep it 
that way.” 


I ride in the back of the sleek sedan, staring through the 
tinted windows as the city recedes and we cross the bridge 
into the country where my mansion resides. Business went 
well today, as it always does. I’ve been at this a long time 
and no man can accumulate billions without keeping a 
steady hand on the helm. 


The driver pauses at the giant metal of my mansion. I roll 
down my window and lean out, brushing my thumb against 
the pad set within the quiet gray bricks. The gate hums and 
then silently slides aside, and we drive up the gravel lane, 
past the gushing fountain with the cherubs, and into the 
north driveway. 


I climb out and approach the house, passing rows and rows 
of carved Roman statues, some of them imitations 
commissioned by expert artists, and a few genuine 
protected in pristine glass cases. They remind me of a more 


Savage time, when men were conquerors and conflict was 
dealt in blood more often than not. 


I brush my thumb against another access pad and the door 
slides open. I could afford to have an army of butlers in this 
place, but I only have a few staff members, and mostly they 
keep out of sight. That’s the way I like it. 


I walk through the house with its high ceilings and tall walls 
covered in Italian artwork - Caravaggio, Bellini, and 
Michelangelo among others - and into the gym at the rear 
of the house, facing the garden. 


The garden is like a piece of Eden stolen and transported to 
earth. 


My life is one of being hard, always. 


Tough deals, tough fights, tough nerves are what it takes to 
go from a humble street kid to one of the richest and most 
powerful men in the world. 


I’m the Don of the DeLuca Family, the most powerful family 
in the United States of America. Nobody messes with us, 
from the Cartel to the Bratva to the Feds. 


We have legitimate businesses that rival the biggest 
corporate brands. 


And yet even a man like me needs a place he can unwind, 
and this is mine. This gym and the view of the garden, with 
its vivid scents and its lush green calmness, are a good way 
to check out from the primeval brutality required to run my 
empire. 


It would be easier with a queen. 


But, as I take off my suit jacket and unbutton my shirt, I 
know that’s never going to happen. I’ve always understood 


that when I lay my eyes on my queen, Il just know that 
she’s destined to be mine. 


Something inside of me will stir. 
And it never has before. 
I’m starting to think it never will. 


I like to work out in just a pair of shorts, so I strip down and 
then change, my muscles heaving as I stack weight plate 
after weight plate onto the long bar. I feel the bench 
protesting under the combined weight of my six foot six 
ripped body and the bar with five hundred and fifty pounds 
stacked onto it. I lower the bar to my chest in slow, 
controlled movements, hold it there, and then drive it 
upward. 


I do this over and over, my engorged chest muscles roaring 
in their savage power, my forearms bulging as veins press 
like taut vines against my skin. I grit my teeth, letting my 
spit hiss from my mouth and spatter my bare sweaty flesh. 


Then, from the open window, I hear it. 
Somebody is singing. 
And it’s the most beautiful sound I’ve ever heard in my 


entire life. 


I set the bar in the brackets and sit up, grabbing a towel 
and running it down my rippling body, each muscle pulsing 
with primordial savage fury. 


I stand up and go to the rear door, turning the handle and 
stepping out into the summer air. The sun has almost set 
and the garden glows orange red, the oak shelter at the 
back casting a long shadow. 


The singing voice is high and airy, floating as it drifts over to 
me. I can’t make out the words, only the musical notes. 


If I thought this place was like a slice of Eden before, then 
now it’s official, because I hear an Eve. 


I try to think if any of my hired gardeners have ever sung 
before, but they haven’t. I would’ve heard it. 


I walk around the edge of the house to the side path, to the 
row of flower beds lined along the cobblestone wall. 


Something catches in my throat when I see her, as if a 
wolf’s howl is trying to escape, as if my seed is urging me to 
charge at her right now and take her over the flower beds. 


I clench my fists in fiery desire as my eyes drink her in. 


She has her auburn hair tied up in a bun, loose strands 
twirling around her forehead, and her eyes are an emerald 
green color. She’s wearing no makeup but that just makes 
her look more vivacious, a red flush spreading across her 
cheeks as she looks up to find her employer staring at her. 
She’s wearing an earth colored shirt tucked into shorts that 
hug her delectably curvy body. 


She has the sort of curves that drive a thousand flooding 
urges to my manhood, her hips wide enough so that I can 
clutch them as I drive a child into her aching womb. 


She stops singing when she spots me, her lips pursing, and 
it’s all I can do to stop myself from striding across and 
tasting those lips, hearing how musical her moans are, 
bending her over and driving my searing length into her 
voluptuous beauty and giving her what I have waited all my 
forty-two years to give. 


She’s the one. 


I just know it. 


I’ve finally found my queen. 


CHAPTER TWO 


| ena 


Eliza, my supervisor, specifically told me not to talk to or 
look at Mr. DeLuca when she offered me the position. 


We were sitting in her small office at the rear of the house, 
with her I Love My Cat mug sending coffee steam into the 
air, when she peered through her red framed glasses and 
told me. 


“You are to be invisible,” she said in her matronly voice. “He 
must never even know you’re here. He doesn’t like to be 
disturbed.” 


They’d given me the job because I’m an orphan. I knew that 
because Eliza basically told me, though she skirted around 
using the exact words. “We hope you'll grow loyal to the 
Family and, one day, see it as your Family, Lena.” 


Even if I’m only eighteen years old, I like to think I can read 
between the lines, and these lines were sharp. 


You have nobody. Do what we say. Or there will be 
consequences. 


With a tacit warning as nuclear as that, I expected Lorenzo 
DeLuca to be an evil looking man, the sort of man that 
would cause hairs to prick on the back of my neck. 


Hairs are pricking on the back of my neck, but not for the 
reason I thought they would. 


He towers over me, standing there just in his shorts like one 
of his statues at the front of the house has come to life. 


Each of his muscles is ridged and outlined in solid stone 
flesh. As his chest eaves, his ab muscles go tight, his eight 
pack pressing firmly through his skin. His thick trunk like 
arms hang ready at his sides. His dark brown eyes gaze at 
me, his hair swept to the side, specks of silver dotted 
throughout the brown like threads of strong steel. 


My heart thumps and my mouth falls open. For a crazy 
second, a thought attacks me that he might kiss me. I don’t 
know where it comes from. The silliness of it is undeniable. 
But it’s like my womb does a frickin’ backflip in my belly as 
those autumn leaf eyes stare at me, penetrate me. 


I kick that thought aside, not allowing my mind to gallop 
into silly land. I’ve let it go there once before and it resulted 
in razor sharp humiliation, the aftershocks of which I still 
feel to this day. 


Nightmares often remind me of the time I let myself think 
anybody would be attracted to the curvy shy girl with the 
mousy brown hair. 


Nah uh. Never again. 
Finally, he steps forward. 
His fists are clenched. 


He must be angry at me for singing. I only realized I was 
doing it when I heard him walk up towards me, his 


footsteps, even in bare feet, sounding loud on the fresh cut 
grass. He looks absolutely savage, and I know he’s just 
come from the gym. I heard him lifting weights in there. It 
sounded like he was tearing a car to pieces with his bare 
hands, the weights were so heavy. 


“Pm sorry,” I whisper, forcing myself to look down at the 
ground. A lump forms in my throat and I know I’ve been 
staring at him for too long. I wasn’t even supposed to 
glance at him, and now here I’ve gone and basically gaped 
at him for several long aching seconds. “I didn’t mean to 
sing, sir. It just sort of happened. I guess my love for singing 
sometimes carries me away and—” 


I clamp my mouth shut, willing myself to be quiet. 


The thought that I’m making this situation worse riots 
through me with acid certainty. I need to learn to keep my 
mouth shut, but sometimes awkwardness just turns me into 
a talking machine. 


He just keeps staring, his jaws clenched, his eyes flitting up 
and down my body. He must think I’m super gross with mud 
splattered over my clothes. But then again, I am working in 
a garden. What does he expect? 


I can’t take him just staring at me. 


“T won’t sing again,” I say quickly, even if a voice inside me 
is screaming at me to just shut the heck up. 


“You can sing,” he growls, his voice a deep rumble. 
“Um, okay,” I say, confused. 


He stalks forward, moving with the sure movements of an 
expert predator. For a man of his size, his movements are 
agile, like a jaguar slinking skillfully through the 
underbrush to seize his prey. 


Am I his prey? 


He stops so close to me I’m sure I can feel the volcanic heat 
radiating from him like his six foot six frame is merely a 
vessel for containing frothing lava, and any second he could 
erupt and shower me in his heat. I feel my sex twinge and 
ache and somewhere deep inside me my womb cries out in 
desire. 


Take me. Take me. 


I ignore the silly thoughts, bouncing around pointlessly. Of 
course he’s not interested in me. I need to rein myself in. 
I’ve never felt like this about a boy, not once in all my 
eighteen years. 


But then, he’s not a boy. He’s a giant, handsome, hotter 
than Hades man with steel in his hair and unflinching 
confidence in his eyes. 


“Thank you,” I mutter. 


I wonder if the heat I’m feeling is me, actually, my center 
sending surges of sultriness steaming through my body, 
enveloping me in a warm blanket, as though my body is 
firing me full of chemicals so that my womb is ready to take 
what he’ll give me. 


Where are these insane thoughts coming from? 


Why would I ever dream this man would think of me like 
that? 


He probably has hordes of women throwing themselves at 
him every night, a whole harem of concubines to select 
from whenever he wants. He has models and socialites 
whose sole aim in life is to be rake thin and fulfill his every 
need. 


“T want you to be comfortable here,” he says, his whole 
body trembling slightly. Or perhaps I’m imagining it. If he’s 
not angry with my singing, I’m not sure what I did to make 
him so clearly furious. Perhaps it was something to do with 
my gardening, but I was only weeding the cracks in the 
cobblestones. “What’s your name?” 


“Lena Jenkins,” I murmur, licking my way too dry lips. 


His eyes flit to my tongue. They widen for a brief moment, 
and then he narrows them back to hunter’s slits. 


I curse my disobedient tongue. Not only does it wiggle like 
crazy and say things it shouldn’t, but now I’ve gone and 
grossed him out by slurping at my lips when I’m supposed 
to be demure and respectful. 


Oh, and I’m looking at him again. Something seriously is the 
matter with me this afternoon, jeez. 


“I won’t keep you any longer,” he snarls, turning to give me 
a view of his broad back, his shoulders so wide I’d need 
three sets of arms to wrap myself around him. 


He strides away. I can’t help but let my eyes devour each 
rippling muscle of his back as he walks, the sun catching 
the beads of sweat from his workout. 


Then he rounds the corner and I stumble back, letting out 
panting breaths, having to pinch myself to convince my 
brain that that was real, it really frickin’ happened. 


I place my hands on my hips and force myself to stand up 
straight, sucking in warm summer air and slow my 
breathing. 


Vignettes cycle like hellish temptations through my mind, as 
I imagine running my hands down his rippled body, feeling 


what’s underneath those loose fitting shorts, how hard he is 
and... 


I shake my head. 


I’ve never thought like this before, these dirty thoughts, but 
there’s something about Lorenzo DeLuca that’s just busted 
the doors of my desire wide open like he’s just fired a 
twelve gauge shotgun of lust at my womb. 


Eliza walks around the corner a moment later. She’s tied 
her hair back with a green bandana folded into a strip and 
her matching garden gloves on. She’s taken her glasses off 
to work, her eyes open wide as she approaches. But as she 
gets closer, I know that her eyes are pinned open in shock. 


“What was Mr. DeLuca talking to you about, Lena?” she 
asks. 


“T honestly don’t know,” I whisper. “I thought he was angry 
about my singing, but then he said he wanted me to be 
comfortable and I could sing if I wanted.” 


The older woman frowns, glancing at where I’ve been 
working. “Hmm, your work looks good.” 


“Is he going to fire me?” I say. “I’ve just moved out of the 
orphanage and I need the rent money and...” 


She steps forward, placing her hand on my shoulder. “Just 
relax,” she says. 


But she can’t tell me that everything’s going to be fine or 
that he’s not going to fire me, because she doesn’t know. 
Mr. DeLuca will do whatever he wants whenever he wants. 
He’s the Don of the most powerful Family in the world. He’s 
a billionaire. 


I’m just an orphan whose birth parents were crack addicts 
and died when a crack den caught fire when I was ten years 


old. I have nobody in the whole world and if I’ve made Mr. 
DeLuca angry for some reason - even if I don’t know what - 
there’s nothing stopping him from doing the worst to me. 


“Just focus on your work,” she says. “That’s all you can do 
for now.” 


I nod and turn back to the flowerbed, biting down on my lip 
to remind myself that singing is a no-no. Just because he 
said I was allowed to, I can’t ignore the fact that singing is 
what brought him over here in the first place. 


For a moment, a wayward thought darts into my mind like a 
Cupid’s arrow. I imagine that he wasn’t angry with me, that 
the tightness of his Adonis muscles wasn’t rage, but that he 
wanted me in the same way my body screams that it wants 
him. 


“Stupid girl,” I whisper, talking to myself like I sometimes 
did at the orphanage when the long cold nights became too 
lonely. 


I reach across and wind a weed around my fingers, 
gripping it tightly as I pull. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


| orenzo 


I sit in the back of the sedan as it glides through the city, 
grinding my teeth so hard I can hear the rubbing deep in 
my skull. My manhood is pressing like a flaming sword right 
up against my boxer briefs and my muscles are so engorged 
I’m surprised my dark blue suit doesn’t tear at the seams. 


My thoughts have been a battleground all morning, Lena on 
one side and my business commitments on the other. I was 
able to drag my attention away for a few hours to deal with 
my business, but now that I’m riding the sedan back to the 
mansion, thoughts of Lena have returned like a counter 
attacking army. 


I picture her in those shorts, remembering the way they 
climbed up into the soft folds of her sex. I knew if I pushed 
them just a little bit higher I’d see all of her creamy plus 
size perfect thighs, gripping into her scrumptious flesh and 
tasting the way she moaned with my ears, sampling her 
twitching desire with my eyes. 


I wanted to grab the bun of her hair and loosen it, letting it 
cascade down her shoulders like a symbol of her fertility. It 
radiated from her like a signal, her womb yelling at me 
through the silence between us. 


I had to leave before I took her right there in the flowerbed, 
and a woman like Lena deserves better than to be used like 
that. She deserves a four poster bed and a view of the city, 
sunlight slanting in like heavenly rays as I slide my 
manhood deep inside of her, as she arches her hips and 
glides her soaking wet sex down to my balls. 


I clench my jaws, my heart thundering like Thor’s fury in my 
chest, all the lightning of primal history sparking and firing 
in my heart. 


Claim her. 
Take her. 
Own her. 
Seed her. 


I need to plant my seed inside of her, pump until my balls 
are empty, and then wait for them to flood again and pump 
even harder. 


I thumb the access pad and climb out of the car, passing the 
Roman statues and walking into the house. I walk past the 
artwork but turn left this time, heading up the carpeted 
stairs and past the full knight’s armor, standing erect with a 
polished halberd in its gloved hand. I walk to the rear of the 
house, to the third bathroom with its marble tub and 
gleaming floor, and peer out of the window at the garden 
below. 


There she is. 


My Eve. 


She’s at the other end of the garden near the fountain, 
weeding the brickwork around the base where it joins with 
the well tended lawn. The water spatters into the air and 
some of it cascades down on her in droplets. 


My mouth falls open as I hone my attention in on her, 
watching as her pale pink shirt clings to the mounds of her 
breasts. They bulge out and, as she leans over to pull a 
weed, her shirt lifts slightly revealing her belly. It’s all too 
easy to imagine it bulging with the bump my seed will gift 
her. 


The more she weeds, the more her breasts jiggle, her hips 
shifting side to side when a weed proves particularly 
stubborn. 


I reach down and clamp onto my eleven inch manhood, 
grinding my palm from the base to the tip through the 
fabric. I feel precome sticking to my briefs as my muscled 
python tries to escape my underwear. 


I stroke slowly as I watch her, picturing myself behind her, 
sliding myself up her warm folds. I have to make her 
breasts jiggle in that same way, but from the motion of my 
manhood grinding inside of her. I’ll loop my arm around her 
chest and feel her breasts against my forearm, feel how 
pert her nipples get as desire blazes through her. 


I squeeze harder onto my manhood. It pulsates and 
twitches as though any second it could erupt, but that 
would be wrong, that would be the biggest fucking sin I’ve 
ever committed. 


I have to save every drop of my seed for her womb. It’s the 
only way this can go. I have to put my child inside of her. 


I’ve found my queen and now that I’ve laid eyes on her, 
there’s nothing in this world that could make me let her go. 


I step away from the window and leave the bathroom 
before I go full savage and can’t control myself any longer. 
The way her body responds when she leans over to weed 
the fountain is like something out of a fucking fever fantasy. 


I'm not a drug taking man but when I look at my 
curvaceous queen, I feel like I’ve been injected with a 
goddamn stimulant. 


I walk down the hallway to the rear library, a giant room 
with ceiling high bookshelves and an ornate gold framed 
globe in the corner. I sit in my usual chair, a reinforced 
blood red leather item shipped from an emperor’s palace in 
China after an auction last year. 


Then I take out my cell phone and navigate to Eliza’s name. 
She’s the supervisor for all the garden staff, and it’s she 
who will be the middleman to summon Lena to me. 


I can’t be content watching her from afar any longer. 


I’m claiming her forever and now she has to know that, the 
Same way a lioness has to know that her alpha has made 
her his after he’s returned to display his battle scars 
proudly, marks that show he has annihilated her other 
weaker suitors. 


I’ve been fighting my entire life, and now I know why. It was 
for Lena. It was for my queen. 


Send Lena to the upper rear library, I text. Immediately. 


I close my eyes and will my thoughts into some sort of 
order. I have lived my entire life with an iron clad control 
over everything, puppeteering reality into the shape I need 
it to be. It has given me wealth and respect and fear and 
power. 


But there’s one thing I can’t control, and that’s how my 
thoughts stampede again and again to Lena. 


My mind leaps to a scenario in which I’ve somehow been 
transported to Ancient Rome. I’m standing in the 
gladiatorial arena with thousands and thousands of men 
and women screaming down at me, lifting their flagons of 
wine into the air so it spills as carmine as the livid blood 
soaking into the sand. 


“Kill a thousand men,” a voice roars from the spectator’s 
balcony. “And only then can you claim your prize.” 


In my fantasy, Lena sits on a lofty throne of pillows and furs, 
leaning back with a light fabric dress draping softly down 
her body, the sort of material that hints tantalizingly at the 
feast beneath. 


“A thousand?” I growl. “Td kill fifty thousand just to taste 
her perfect fucking pussy. I’m going to drive up inside of 
her soaked lips and fire myself into her womb until I’m 
empty and all our offspring are writhing around inside of 
her.” 


I open my eyes, smirking and shaking my head ruefully. I 
never let my mind gallivant like that. I deal with solid 
reality, brutal facts, but with Lena, I know it’s true. 


I’d walk into the heart of a volcano and let the lava wash 
over me for forty days and forty nights to make her mine. 


It’s time she learned who she belongs to. 


Yes, sir, Eliza texts back a minute later. J’ll send her up now. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


| ena 


Butterflies swirl achingly around my belly as I walk through 
the house, past the intimidating walls and the looming suits 
of armor, toward the rear library. 


Even though I took off my shoes when I entered the house, 
the idea that I’ll track mud everywhere grips me in fearful 
hands. 


But then it doesn’t matter, not anymore. 


Whatever I did to make Mr. DeLuca angry is about to come 
crashing down on my life with the force of a two ton 
hammer. 


He summoned me specifically, and the look on Eliza’s face 
told me everything I needed to know. She drained of color 
and clamped onto her lower lip with her teeth like she was 
trying to chew it off. 


I walk down the long corridor to the imposing oak carved 
door. Everything in this mansion is old and medieval and so 
gorgeous I swear I almost wept the first time my eyes 


skimmed over it. This is the first time I’ve been inside on my 
own, but Eliza was allowed to give me a short tour when I 
first started working for Mr. DeLuca, about a week ago now. 


It’s only been a week, and yet I’ve already done something 
to trigger hate in Mr. DeLuca’s opinion of me. 


And now he’s going to... 
I can’t even let the thought finish. 
I don’t know what he’s going to do. 


The best thing I can hope for is that he fires me, which is 
going to be a disaster. I’ll be kicked out of my crummy 
apartment and forced to wander the streets like so many 
kids from the orphanage. I can’t go back, not now that I’m 
an adult. And, anyway, the idea of going back causes more 
razor winged nerves to flap around my belly. 


I knock, hearing my anxiety in the uneven rapping of my 
knuckles. 


“Come in,” Mr. DeLuca calls. 


I push on the door, stunned by how heavy it is. It creaks 
open and whines softly and then I walk inside, my mouth 
falling open as awe riots through me. The library is 
cavernous, each wall a ceiling high bookshelf with wooden 
stairs going up and down it like scaffolding. The skylight 
lets in the afternoon sun and, in the corner, there’s a giant 
globe set within a gold frame that catches the sunlight and 
makes it wink at me. 


Mr. DeLuca sits in the corner in a throne like seat, leaning 
back and regarding me with his predator’s eyes. He’s even 
manlier in his steel colored suit, the same strong shade as 
his hair. He leans back casually, hands on his knees, his eyes 
the only thing that move as he watches me cross the room. 


“Uh, hello,” I mutter, knowing I sound goofy. I can’t help it. 
“You wanted to see me, sir?” 


“Call me Lorenzo,” he says. “And sit down, Lena.” 


I feel like my heart has just leaped up into my mouth as I 
take the chair opposite him, wriggling as my shorts cling 
sweaty to my legs. I fold my hands and try to stop the 
beating in my chest, but that just makes it hammer more. 


“T can’t have you working for me anymore,” he mutters. 
I nod fiercely. I can deal with this. 


“Okay, sir. I understand. And I want you to know that I'll 
never say anything about your house, not one word. If you 
just let me go, you never even have to see me again. Il 
disappear and you can...” 


He chuckles, a deep sound like the rumbling of a thousand 
volcanoes. 


“What’s funny?” I snap, sharper than I intended. I look at 
him to find his devilish’s lips twisted into a smirk that’s one 
hundred percent enjoyment. 


“Tm not firing you, Lena.” 


He stands up, towering over me so that I have to crane my 
neck to look up at him. Lust spikes through me and does 
crazy things to my insides. My lips tingle and I can’t help 
but imagine him pressing himself against me. 


Calm down, I tell myself. Just focus on getting out of this in 
one piece. 


“No?” I whisper. 


“T’m claiming you,” he growls. 


He reaches down and wraps his giant hands around mine, 
pulling me to my feet. I stumble forward, feeling my breasts 
brush up against his rock hard chest through the fabric of 
his suit. I gasp as he loops his arms around me, squeezing 
onto my hips and pulling me close to him with savage force. 


Okay, so I passed out when I entered the library. 
This is a dream. It has to be. 


I’m lying on the floor and probably making weird passed 
out noises as Mr. DeLuca watches over me with disgust 
written across his chiseled face. 


Because there’s no way my wildest dreams are catapulting 
into the real world like this, no frickin’ way. 


But he feels real as he pulls me closer to him. I feel his 
heartbeat making the boulders of his pectoral muscles 
tremble. His hands are scalding hot as he presses into my 
lower back, his fingers spread over my skin and making 
every inch tingle sinfully. 


“What?” I whisper, looking up at him. “I don’t understand.” 


“You’re mine,” he growls, as though challenging anybody to 
tell him otherwise. “From the first time I saw you, I knew it. 
Your curves are the sort of heavenly prize I’d fight the rest 
of my life to claim. Your hips were made for bearing my 
children, bringing little Lorenzos and Lenas into this world. 
There’s nothing that will stop me from claiming you, Lena.” 


He leans down, brushing a wayward strand of hair from my 
forehead. 


“Do you feel the same?” he says, his face close to mine, his 
powerful body leaned over as though primed to tackle me 
into the wall. My sex throbs and inside me my womb is 
throwing a frickin’ party, fireworks sizzling sultry and 


gorgeously throughout me. “You don’t have to say yes just 
because I’m your employer. I’d never hurt you. I will never 
let anything happen to you.” 


“But I do feel the same,” I gasp, the rightness of it infusing 
me like a drug. “Oh, God, Lorenzo. I’ve been thinking about 
you so much and I just never thought you’d want me like 
that. I just thought you saw me as your goofy gardener.” 


In the back of my mind, an evil voice whispers that this is a 
trick, some grand prank and that I’m going to be made into 
a cruel punchline like I’ve been before. I try to kill it but the 
whispers keep going, seeding doubt. 


But with the godlike physique of Lorenzo pressed up 
against me, and with his words singing through my mind 
with carnal conviction, I can’t sink into self doubt and self 
hate. 


“Never,” he whispers, inching his face closer to mine. His 
breath washes over me, cascading across my cheeks and 
making them bloom rose red. “You’re my queen, my life 
partner, the mother to my future children. You’re mine, 
Lena. Say it.” 


“Tm yours,” I whisper. 
“That’s right,” he growls. 


He crashes his lips against mine and snarls like a primordial 
beast. I part my lips and we taste each other, our tongues 
surging forward and clashing, the tips sending quivering 
nerves shooting through me, right down deep to my core 
and then over my skin. 


Everything sizzles as I reach up and wrap my arms around 
his shoulders, squeezing through the fabric of his suit and 
feeling the unyielding flesh. He squeezes onto my hips with 
possessiveness and lifts me up onto a table. 


I giggle with glee as he handles me like I weigh nothing. 
I’ve never been lifted up by a man like this before. I’ve 
never even kissed a man, really, except when I was very 
young and even that was just pecks on the cheek. 


This is primal and I lose myself in it, feeling how much I 
belong to him as each scorching moment brings our passion 
closer and closer together. He slides his hand through my 
hair, freeing the bun and causing it to cascade down my 
back. 


Fear jabs at me as I realize how sweaty I am from the 
garden work, my hair a little greasy since the water 
pressure at my apartment is one small step above a light 
drizzle and washing it properly is an uphill battle. But he 
lets out a groan and fists my hair, guiding my lips closer to 
his. 


He moves forward and I can feel his manhood pressing 
against me like a concealed metal rod in his pants, grinding 
up against my shorts. 


I want to keep going, to just keep sinking deeper and 
deeper into the kiss. 


But I have to tell him before it’s too late. 
It’s going to change everything. 

It might even make him hate me. 
“What’s wrong?” he asks, as I lean away. 


“T have to tell you something,” I whisper. “And you’re not 
going to like it.” 


CHAPTER FIVE 


| orenzo 


The kiss is like a conflagration, a fire burning through both 
of us and fusing us, as though it’s a preview of what 
creating our offspring is going to be like. I feel her 
responding to me and hear the fertile longing in her high 
pitched moans. Her body is a landscape I could spend the 
rest of my life roaming, experiencing every inch of her 
again and again. 


But then she breaks it off. 


She has something to tell me. Her leaf green eyes flit 
around the room as she tries to summon the courage to say 
it, whatever it is. 


I squeeze her tighter, our bodies pushed right up against 
each other. Her breasts are pressed against my chest and it 
takes all my self control not to tear through her shirt and 
free them. 


I’d rip her bra free with my teeth and then softly graze her 
nipples, making them as hard and needy as they’ll be when 
her life giving milk is oozing from them. 


My manhood aches at the base, throbbing with ferocious 
intent. 


“You can tell me anything,” I whisper, smoothing my hand 
down her cheek. Her skin pricks with goosebumps and she 
smiles slightly, turning her head so that she can nuzzle 
closer to my hand. 


“Anything?” she whispers, leaning back and tilting her head 
like the hellcat she is. My hellcat. “Are you sure about that? 
What if I’ve got a secret that’s going to frickin’ change 
everything, Lorenzo?” 


“Tell me,” I say firmly. 


She sighs, and then lightly pushes against my chest and 
hops off the table. I step back and give her the room she 
needs to pace up and down. She wrings her hands together 
and lets out a trembling sigh, shaking her head and then 
glancing at me with anxiety dancing in her eyes. 


“Pm a virgin,” she blurts, throwing her hands up and 
glaring at me as though I’m about to challenge her. “There! 
It’s out now. And I know this is going to change everything 
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Suddenly, there’s a loud bang, bang, bang on the door. 
Somebody is thumping the wood with what sounds like the 
butt of a firearm. I turn, anger lancing through me at 
whoever the fuck thinks it’s appropriate to interrupt me 
when I’m with my queen. 


I need to tell her how I feel about her admission, but first, I 
have to deal with this. 


“Yes?” I call. 


“Its me, boss,” Matteo says. My anger morphs to curiosity, 
my predator’s instincts piquing. My consigliere isn’t the sort 


of man to bother me without cause. “There’s been an 
incident. Diego Romano has made a move against you.” 


Fuck. 


“T have to deal with this,” I tell Lena. “But I’ll see you soon, I 
promise.” 


I walk across the bar, my shoes crunching on the 
charcoaled remains of one of the stools. Glass litters the 
floor and fire has eaten up an entire wall, the remains of a 
dart board lying like a chew toy among the mess. Patches of 
the bar remain standing, but in other places, it’s collapsed 
in upon itself, like a wooden pothole. 


“Fucking Diego,” I mutter, kicking a broken bottle across 
the bar. It makes a glass ringing noise as it buts against the 
wall. “Who does he think he is?” 


Matteo frowns, stroking his wispy black mustache. “I know, 
boss. He’s getting far too confident. Hitting this many bars 
in a single day means he clearly prepared for this. It wasn’t 
just some impulsive attack. This was a planned move.” 


I sigh, cracking my knuckles and feeling the bony snap 
move up my arm. The desire to pass off this business to 
Matteo and return to the mansion to be with Lena almost 
overwhelms me with its fierce compulsion. 


But of course I can’t let myself do that, not until I know the 
fighting is done. I didn’t build the most powerful empire in 
the world by running away from my problems. 


I handle my business myself, especially when it comes to 
matters of war. A powerful general leads from the front, 
showing his men what it means to be strong by filling 


himself with heroic power, by puffing his chest like a beast 
and proclaiming to the world that fucking with him is 
hazardous to your fucking health. 


And that’s me, a beast, ready to tear off my ten thousand 
dollar suit at a moment’s notice and tear my competition to 
shreds. 


I can’t let my mind skirt too close to Lena and her 
revelation that she’s a virgin. If I do, I won’t be able to stop 
thinking about her. I’ll sink into the rabbit hole until all my 
thoughts are about her. I can’t wait to see her later, though, 
and tell her exactly how I feel about her being a virgin. 


“Boss?” Matteo says, walking up beside me. He shows me 
his cellphone, flashing up silently with an incoming call. 
“Unknown caller, but I bet it’s Diego.” 


“T bet you’re right,” I snarl. “That prick loves to gloat.” 


I take the phone and wander over to the collapsed wall, 
standing in the rubble as the scent of destruction wiggles 
up my nose. I answer the phone and hold it to my ear, 
waiting for him to speak first. 


In all my long years of dominating the mafia and business 
worlds, I’ve learned that letting men tie their own nooses 
with their words is often the best strategy. 


“Lorenzo, listen. It’s me, Diego. I wanted to let you know 
that I didn’t want to have to do this, but I just had to. You 
forced my hand.” 


“Explain,” I mutter, forcing myself to sound calm as violent 
images of wringing his neck cycle through my mind. 


“How many times have I told you that marrying my 
daughter is the only way we can solidify our alliance?” I can 
hear him scowling, which is just typical for a man like him. 


He thinks his feelings matter where business is concerned. 
“I don’t see what the problem is, Lorenzo. She’s a good girl. 
She’ll do whatever you want. She was raised in this life.” 


I shake my head as a wave of revulsion washes over me. 
This man is talking about his daughter the same way a man 
would about cattle. 


He doesn’t know that I’ve already found my queen. And 
even if we have to discuss what she told me - that she’s a 
virgin - it doesn’t change the fact that I’d rather spend the 
rest of my life alone than with a woman like Diego’s 
daughter, a woman trained to basically be my slave. 


I don’t want a slave. 
I want a partner. 


And Lena, with her supple curves and her fiery as hellfire 
eyes and the sweet untouched place between her thighs... 


No, not yet. 


I stamp down on that thought with a mind made boot and 
kick it away from me. If I let myself stray too closely to that 
train of thought, I won’t be able to stop myself from leaping 
on it and riding it to its final steamy destination. 


“You made a mistake, Diego,” I snarl. “I’ve found a woman. 
I’ve found a queen. I’ve spent my whole life searching and 
now I have her. And there’s nothing in this fucking world 
that could make me turn away from her. You need to get 
that into your thick goddamn skull before I do something 
drastic. Do you understand?” 


He intakes a deep breath, trembling like he’s about to let 
out a whimper. “I... I...” 


“T said do you understand?” I growl. 


“Yes, Lorenzo, I get it,” he whispers. “Who is she, this 
woman? Is she part of a rival Family?” 


I snort. “She’s none of your business,” I snap. “She’s the 
only woman Ill ever want, that Ill ever need. Ild kill a 
thousand men for her, Diego, and that can include you if 
you ever bring her up again. She’s my queen and that’s all 
you need to know.” 


I hang up the phone and pass it back to Matteo, a cord of 
tension moving through my forearms. I feel the fabric of my 
shirt stretching under the pressure of my muscles, as 
though any second it could erupt and tear down the middle, 
revealing my muscled torso. 


“I’m happy for you, boss,” Matteo mutters. “I didn’t know 
you’d found someone.” 


I nod. “See to the repairs. Post extra guards on our other 
businesses. I’ve got something I need to take care of.” 


“Of course,” Matteo says. 


I stride out into the sunlight and head towards my Ferrari, 
which I drove here instead of taking one of the chauffeured 
sedans. It’s a deep orange, almost red, like rusty blood 
dried to concrete, a color that reminds me of what it took to 
get to where I am today. 


A color that Diego needs to remember if he ever thinks 
about crossing me again. 


I unlock the car and the doors swing up like an eagle 
swooping down on its prey. 


Climbing into the seat, I grip the steering wheel and let my 
thoughts return to Lena. 


Now that I know there’s no more imminent danger to the 
bars, I can let Matteo take care of the more admin type 


jobs. A general leads from the front, it’s true, but only when 
there’s a battle to be fought. 


I need to see Lena and tell her how I feel about her 
virginity, about the sweet gift inside of her just waiting for 
me to burst through it with my rock hard cock. 


I can’t believe she’d ever think it would make me want her 
less. 


My manhood is solid as a rocket in my pants, my balls the 
fuel that make it try to surge between the zipper and tear 
the fabric of my underwear. 


I have to see her. 
Now. 


I’ll explode if I don’t. 


CHAPTER SIX 
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I sit cross legged on the bathroom floor with my laptop 
balanced on the closed toilet lid. My thoughts are a 
battleground of Lorenzo and the way his face contorted 
when I told him I was a virgin. 


I tried to read the message glinting in his deep brown eyes. 
Anger? 

Disgust? 

Repulsion? 

Hate? 


But then that man interrupted us and he had to leave on 
business. 


He said he was going to see me later, but I know that that 
could’ve just been his politeness seeping into his words. 
Perhaps he’ll send somebody to tell me that everything he 
said, all that talk about us belonging together that sent a 


frickin’ orchestra of warmth through my soul, was just a big 
cruel joke. 


I shake my head, trying to focus on the present moment, 
sitting in my damp smelling bathroom because it’s the 
smallest room in the house with the least background noise. 


Music has always been my refuge and this evening it’s no 
different. With my cheap laptop, cheap microphone, cheap 
headset, recording a song is difficult, but even so I want to 
lose myself in the process. 


I try to sing but constantly the city interrupts me. 


People roar at each other in the adjacent apartments and 
somewhere a poor doggie yaps into the dusk, begging his 
or her owner to come and feed them. 


Eventually, the dog stops barking, but only because a 
louder, probably bigger dog starts howling into the air. 


I try and focus on the chords of the song through my tinny 
headphones, but they’re too quiet, the things are basically 
busted, and sounds penetrate nonetheless. 


Eventually, I stand up and pace into the living room, 
glancing at the couch that came with the apartment. The 
realtor flashed me a big beaming grin when he told me the 
place came furnished, and it didn’t even falter when I laid 
eyes on just how flea bitten and time worn the couch was. 


“Its the only thing you can afford,” he reminded me. I 
swear the short, balding, sweaty man was enjoying himself. 


I’d managed to save up a small amount of cash during high 
school, but even so, rent is so frickin’ expensive and this 
falling apart hellhole is all I can afford. 


I drop onto the couch, the only place I can sit, and let my 
head fall back and close my eyes. My heart hammers in my 


throat as I relive the moment Lorenzo left me in the library, 
stopping briefly at the door and looking over his shoulder 
like a giant alpha wolf who’s just heard a twig snapping in 
the underbrush. 


His eyes moved over me, his jaw tight, and then he left, and 
all I could do was stare after him and wonder just what the 
heck was going on in his head. 


I leap off the couch when the apartment buzzer cuts 
through my thoughts, way too frickin’ loud like it always is. 


I go to the intercom panel, wondering if it’s going to be a 
local drug fiend trying some scam. When I first moved in 
here, somebody pounded my apartment buzzer like they 
were trying to break it, and when I answered they said they 
had brand new TVs for sale. I peeked out the front window 
and saw two hooded men lurking on either side of the door 
... with no TVs in sight. 


God, I hate this neighborhood. 
“Hello?” I mutter. 

“It’s me,” Lorenzo growls. 

“Oh,” I say, stunned. “I... Um...” 
Talk, idiot. 

“TIl buzz you up.” 


I press the button and then flurry around the apartment, 
trying to bring the chaos into some semblance of order. But 
it’s not that the place is untidy, exactly. The small, old 
looking kitchen has everything in the right place. It’s just 
that one of the cupboard doors won’t close all the way, and 
there’s an ugly gouge in the wall where a cupboard used to 
be and the landlord hasn’t bothered to paint over it. 


I sigh, returning to the living room just in time for his knock 
on the door. 


I hurry over to the door, realizing too late that I’m just 
wearing baggy grey sweatpants and a frumpy hoody. Is he 
going to think I’m a complete slob? 


My desire for him to find me sexy pulsates through me like 
an instruction direct from my womb, as if it’s telling me to 
make myself look hot for him, to make him want to drive his 
baby making rod inside of me and shoot his precious seed 
inside me. 


But it’s too fricking late now. 


I open the door to find Lorenzo overfilling the frame, his 
shirt unbuttoned to show the top of his chest, his pectorals 
pressing firmly through the material. He ducks his head 
and walks his towering body into the room. Reaching a 
casual hand behind him, he closes the door. 


“Lena,” he rumbles, his deep voice seeming to cause the 
whole apartment to tremble. “I’ve waited all day for this.” 


Here it comes. 


I remember how his face contorted when I told him I was a 
virgin, as though his disgust was trying to escape in any 
way it could. 


But he doesn’t tell me it’s over, like I expect. 
He doesn’t push me away. 


Instead he dives at me like an unleashed tornado and wraps 
his arms around me, crushing our bodies together as he 
brings his face down to mine, pausing so that our noses 
brush and tickle. 


Our lips collide and lust explodes like starlight inside my 
mouth, the sensations spreading across my cheeks with a 
heaven made butter knife, smearing it all over me. I feel 
greedy as I lap up the pleasure. 


Our kiss takes us across the apartment as we stumble 
backward, and I end up pressed against the wall, Lorenzo’s 
hulking form pushed right up against me. My nipples grind 
against his chest and I can’t help but moan through the 
kiss, twitching my hips and pushing against him. 


“T’m so fucking glad that I’m going to be your one and only,” 
he breathes, breaking off the kiss but keeping his face oh so 
close to mine. 


His breath teases me, hinting at the swelter of his body. 
“T thought you were disgusted,” I gasp. 


His forehead furrows as confusion paints his chiseled 
features. 


“Disgusted?” he growls. “No, Lena. It just means that when 
I take you, it’s going to mean so much more. When I push 
inside of you and pierce that virgin pussy, and feel your 
gorgeous hymen’s offering drenching my cock, I'll know 
that you’re truly mine and mine alone.” 


A thrill chariots through me, seizing my heart and 
squeezing it so it beats double time. I slowly move my hands 
up his arms, gripping onto his shoulders. It feels so right. 


“T want that,” I whisper. “But I’m just so inexperienced, 
Lorenzo. I’ve never done this before. I’ve never even had a 
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I trail off, cursing my disobedient tongue and it's annoying 
as annoying can get habit of just waggling like an 
overexcited dog’s tail without my permission. 


“What?” Lorenzo groans, sliding his hand through my 
messy hair. “You never have to be shy with me, Lena. You 
can open yourself to me, completely. I want all of you. Not 
just your sweet hymen and all the redness it’s going to 
drench me with. Not just your womb where my seed is 
finally going to find its rightful home. I want your 
personality, your confidence and your insecurities. So tell 
me, my queen.” 


“Queen?” I whisper, licking my lips, tasting him all over 
again. Please don’t let this be a trick. “I like the sound of 
that.” 


“You should,” he smirks. “But don’t change the subject.” 
I sigh. “I’ve never even had an orgasm.” 


He steps back, shoulders squared so that the fabric of his 
shirt tugs tautly. One of the buttons almost pops under the 
pressure. 


His eyes flit up and down my body, and I just know he’s 
rethinking this whole thing. 


But then he smirks. 


“Fucking hell, I’ve never seen a sexier sight. You’re like the 
most perfect meal imaginable. Let me eat you all up and 
give you your first orgasm, Lena. A win-win for both of us.” 


I feel myself squirming, my thighs rubbing together, my lips 
smearing wetly against my underwear. 


“Are you serious?” 


“Yes,” he growls, stalking forward. “I need to taste your 
sweet release, a preview of what’s to come. I need to taste 
how tangy and hot you are. I need to smear your juices all 
over my mouth and neck like the savage fucking animal I 
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am. 


A squeal of delight escapes me as he pounces lion like and 
grabs my shoulders. He spins me around and I brace my 
hands on the wall instinctively. 


He tugs on my hips, pulling my ass out, and then in one 
movement he ruthlessly tugs down my sweatpants and 
underwear so that they’re all tangled around my knees. 


“That ass,” he growls, voice choked. “You define the word 
curvy, Lena. I can just imagine my come spreading across 
those beautiful globes. I love how round they are. I love how 
much there is to grab and caress and lose myself in. But 
Jesus Christ, that pussy, so pink, and look how it’s 
glistening, all wet just for me.” 


He kneels down and grips onto my thighs, his hands inching 
up and spreading my cheeks apart to bare my pussy for 
him. 


I grip onto the wall and stick my ass out further, unable to 
do anything else with the lust sizzling around me like a fire 
fueled hurricane. 


“T want to slide inside of you,” he growls. “But I’m saving 
that for my cock. For my seed. But that doesn’t mean I can’t 
attack that needy looking clit.” 


I let out a quivering scream when he brings his lips to my 
sex. He opens his mouth and strokes his tongue up and 
down my pussy lips, skirting close to my clit and then finally 
sucking on it. 


He slurps and sucks it entirely into his mouth, making me so 
hot I’m sure I’m going to implode in a fury of lust. And then 
he strokes the burning point of his tongue against it with 
insane speed, moving so fast my toes curl and I’m afraid I’m 
going to slide down the wall into a crumpled ball of bucking 
euphoria. 


But he holds onto my thighs firmly, keeping me in place as 
he paints me with tongue strokes of sinful release. 


He licks faster and faster. 


I can hear the fleshy noises of his tongue against my sex, my 
wetness flooding and drenching his mouth. 


I feel like there’s an inferno between my legs and, just when 
I think it can’t burn any brighter, with a jolt it intensifies 
and I’m left in another realm of ecstasy. 


He moves his hands up and massages my ass cheeks, 
gripping and palming flesh as he pushes his face close, 
engulfing my pussy in his mouth. 


I close my eyes and everything in me homes down on my 
clit, on the way his tongue surges over it. 


“Oh. Fuck. Lorenzo. I think I’m going to—” 


I bite down as the carnal scream explodes from me, coming 
from somewhere deep inside of me, as though a fertility 
goddess is banging on the walls of my womb and begging 
for Lorenzo’s seed. 


It’s like I can feel my body getting ready for his sap as my 
lips quiver and everything tingles. 


My juices flow out of my pussy and squirt all over his mouth. 
He makes gulping sounds as he drinks down and swallows 
my release, tonguing me faster. I tear my fingernails down 
the wall, unable to bite down any longer, just letting the 
scream out. 


My whole body trembles like it’s trying to break through 
the wall as he keeps licking, his fingers buried deep in the 
burning flesh of my ass. 


Finally, it passes and I collapse. 


I’d fall if it wasn’t for Lorenzo looping his arms around me 
and pulling me to my feet. He presses his groin against my 
bare ass cheek, the solid sword of his manhood stabbing 
through the material of his pants. 


“Taste how sweet you are,” he growls in my ear, stroking his 
hand along my neck. He turns me and brings his glistening, 
come soaked lips to mine. “Taste your perfect fucking pussy. 
Taste how eager it is to give us our children.” 


Our lips meet and tanginess explodes in my mouth as our 
tongues battle. He spreads my juices all around my mouth. 


I kiss him deeper, feeling how hungry he is in each 
twitching movement of his primal body. 


Then his cell phone buzzes and he sighs, breaking off the 
kiss. 


“Fuck,” he snaps. “I have to take this. But I’m sending a 
chauffeur around to pick you up and take you to a new 
apartment, one befitting my queen and the mother to my 
children. You deserve so much better than this.” 


CHAPTER SEV EN 
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The next day, business calls and I have to answer. I try to 
sequester Lena in the recesses of my mind, so that I’m not 
constantly picturing her every moment of the day. 


But it’s impossible. 


Thoughts of Lena follow me from board meetings to 
conference calls, and in the end, I find I don’t even want to 
try and distract myself. 


Lena is like a living, breathing part of me now. 
My queen. 

Mine. 

And I wouldn’t have it any other way. 


Around seven o’clock, when I can finally leave the office, I 
walk down to the garage and climb into my Bugatti, the one 
with the jet black finish and the varnish that makes it catch 
and toy with the light at certain angles. 


I climb inside and thumb the pad, starting the ignition and 
surging out of the garage, the rumble of the engine nothing 
compared to the growling yearning of my heartbeat. 


I’m glad that I don’t have to drive to the rundown shithole 
part of the city she was living in before. I direct a large 
portion of my earnings to charities that are supposed to 
improve those areas, but corrupt politicians and twisted 
alliances always somehow find their way into certain 
corners of the city. 


It’s just another sign that the mafia is not as evil as some 
fools mistakenly like to think. 


I drive to the most elite section of the city, home to 
glittering pristine skyscrapers and trendy apartment 
buildings. The streets are clean and the roads are smooth, 
the sidewalks free of drug dealers and criminals who might 
try and harm my queen... and force me to go feral when I 
find out what they’ve done. 


I drive into the underground garage and then swagger to 
the private elevator, thumbing the pad and climbing inside 
the velvet lined box. I press the button for the penthouse 
suite and then thumb the pad again. 


As I ride higher and higher, my body goes tight as my 
muscles bulge against my skin. 


It’s like the primordial part of me is getting ready for my 
queen, because laying eyes on her is like charging upon the 
juiciest meal after weeks of starvation. 


I have to hunt her, to take her, to claim her. 
To make her mine. 


The elevator doors open onto a sleek modern hallway, 
markedly different from the ornateness of my mansion. The 


floor is hardwood and, as I walk into the open plan living 
room, I see the floor to ceiling windows and the view of the 
city as the sun slowly sets. 


Everything sparkles and shines. 


But then my world is taken over when her singing drifts 
over to me, the notes go straight to my heart just like the 
first time I laid eyes on my queen. 


Her voice is dim and full of echoes as it ushers out of the 
bathroom, but it’s unmistakably hers. 


My woman. 
With the voice of an angel. 


She sings about how she’s been waiting for so long and, 
now that it’s here, she’s scared I’m going to break her 
heart. She couldn’t be more wrong. I’d savage any man who 
tried to hurt her in that way, completely tear him to pieces 
so that he learned what happens when you approach my 
woman with anything other than respect. 


I walk down the hallway and peer around the corner, 
looking through the steam of the shower to find Lena 
standing in front of the condensation heavy mirror. 


Her hair hangs down in wet strands that make me want to 
twirl it around my fist and guide her lips to mine. 


She raises her hand to wipe away the condensation as her 
voice rises higher, filling the room with the music of the 
gods. 


She catches sight of me in the mirror and immediately 
twirls around, a feisty eyebrow raised. “Jeez, Lorenzo, 
talking about sneaking a free show.” 


“T couldn’t help myself,” I growl, walking into the bathroom 
and devouring her with my eyes. 


She’s wearing a fluffy bathrobe, the same forest green color 
as her eyes. She’s tied it at the waist so that her put-a-child- 
in-me hips bump out delectably. Her cleavage just about 
shows at the top, begging for my touch. 


“T’m so fucking angry I have more business to deal with this 
evening,” I growl. 


Just because I get to leave the office at seven, it doesn’t 
mean my day is done. There’s still the Diego problem to 
deal with. 


“Otherwise I’d take you out and treat you like a lady. And 
then, after, treat you like the sexy sinful minx you are.” 


She parts her lips, a moaning breath escaping that sends 
bolts of electric right to my manhood. 


“This place is amazing,” she whispers. “I keep waiting for 
the penny to drop. This all seems too good to be true. I keep 
waiting for something to happen to just take it all away 
from me.” 


“Nothing’s going to take this away from you,” I tell her. I 
look closely at her, reading the anxiety in her features. “I 
know you’ve had a tough upbringing in the orphanage, 
Lena. I was raised on the streets. I know what it’s like, 
having nobody, only having yourself to rely on. I know you 
were probably tricked and betrayed.” 


I move closer, reaching out and smoothing my hand onto 
the back of her neck. I pull her close and feel the pressure 
of her body against mine. 


“Yeah,” she whispers. “You could say that.” 


“But I’m never going to do that,” I tell her. “You can rely on 
me, always. From now on, it’s Lorenzo and Lena, got it?” 


She giggles. “Okay, Mr. Serious,” she says. “Yeah, I get it. 
But, Lorenzo, can I be honest with you? I want to tell you 
something, but I don’t want to sound like a slut.” 


“A slut?” I mutter, confusion heavy in the question. “Lena, 
we’re together forever. With me, you can explore your body 
and your desire in any way you want. You can be honest. 
You never have to worry about things like that when we’re 
together.” 


A smile spreads across her face and then she tilts her head 
to the side, nervous in a way that makes me want to possess 
her forever, to grow and change with her, to charge bravely 
into the world and become a solid unit together. 


“I’ve been dreaming about that orgasm,” she giggles. “I 
know it’s silly. But it was just so amazing for me. I’ve never 
experienced anything like that before and ... Hey, what’re 
you doing? Oh, God, that feels good.” 


I slide my hand up her bare thigh, feeling her skin as 
goosebumps prickle and rise on her flesh. A vivid red flush 
spreads across her cheeks and down her chest. 


“You shouldn’t have told me that,” I growl. “I might be 
civilized and Machiavellian when it comes to business, but 
I’m a fucking savage when it comes to you, Lena. I need to 
feel those juices again. And, fucking hell, I still haven’t seen 
your perfect milky breasts.” 


I pull apart the loop that holds her robe together, the fabric 
brushing to the side to reveal the delicious mounds of her 
breasts. They bounce amazingly, big handfuls I can really 
sink my hands into. 


My manhood is almost bursting with my seed as I stare at 
her, the head engorging like a snake getting ready to shoot 
its venom. 


I smooth my hand over her nipple, squeezing it softly 
between my thumb and forefinger. 


“Just imagine milk oozing out of here,” I growl. “Will you let 
me taste it, Lena?” 


“Only if you’re good,” she whispers, voice catching as I slide 
a hand between her legs and into the scrumptious folds of 
her pussy. I can trace the chord of her pleasure as it 
pulsates through her body, causing her to twitch and moan. 
“Oh, Lorenzo, do you think you could rub me like that?” 


“T love how confident you’re becoming,” I growl, grinding 
my palm against the smeared wetness of her pussy. 


“Not quite confident,” she moans, shifting her hips back 
and forth as her eyes roll, almost back into her head. “But 
with you, Lorenzo, IlU try.” 


“Tell me how you want it,” I growl, putting more pressure 
into my hand, grinding her lips so that her juices start 
flowing. 

But the torrent is yet to come. 

I massage her breasts at the same time, kneading handfuls 
of bountiful and beautiful flesh. Her plus size voluptuous 


perfection drives hammers of rock hard desire into my 
massive cock. 


“Faster,” she cries. “As fast as you can. Really rub it.” 


The blush in her face and neck deepens and spreads 
further, but she pushes past her embarrassment to add her 
agency to our lustful union. 


I lean down and take her nipple in my mouth, sucking her 
flesh as I smear her pussy juices faster and faster up and 
down her lips. 


“Ah, ah,” she cries, bucking against me. She tilts her hips, 
angling for more pleasure. The sassiness with which she 
chases my hand just makes me all the harder. “I’m so... Oh, 
yes, fuck!” 


I lean back and watch as she clamps her thighs around my 
hand and reaches down to grab my wrist, her eyelids 
fluttering as her pussy explodes in searing hot warmth. 


She squirts all over my hand and the liquid coats my 
fingers, slick and warm. 


“I got a bit carried away there,” she whispers, leaning back 
against the sink. She tosses her hair and wrings her hands, 
as though unsure of what to do with herself. “I didn’t mean 
to.” 


“Never apologize for that,” I growl. “Now let me look at 
those tits when they’re nice and shiny with your orgiastic 
juices.” 


I rub her squirting release all over her like oil, watching as 
her nipples go hard and her life giving breasts shimmer in 
the bathroom's crystal sconce lights. 


Just as I’m about to lean down to suck them clean, my cell 
phone buzzes, just like I knew it would. 


Fuck. 
I’ll have to wait until tomorrow, for our date. 
But I’m not waiting any longer. 


“Your hymen is mine tomorrow evening,” I growl. “I’m 
taking every inch of you. There’s nothing on this fucking 


planet that could stop me. Do you understand?” 
“Yes,” she moans. “I want that too. So badly.” 


“I can send you a stylist for our date, if you like,” I say. “If I 
had my way, I’d have you how you are now. Natural. No 
makeup. Just one hundred percent Lena. Your curves and 
your essence.” 


“My essence?” she giggles, jabbing me in the side. “Now I 
know you're really trying to get into my pants. Thank you, 
Lorenzo. This all still feels like a crazy dream, but a stylist 
would be just frickin’ awesome. I’ve never had anything like 
that before and it would mean a lot to me to feel beautiful.” 


I lean close and brush my lips against hers, kissing her 
briefly because any more would have me losing control. 


“You are beautiful,” I tell her. “Inside and out. And don’t 
ever let anybody tell you different. You’re my queen and you 
deserve respect.” 


CHAPTER EIGHT 
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I sit on the couch in the sparkling red dress and the 
matching heels, feeling the jeweled material against my 
skin and wondering for the hundredth time if it’s too tight, 
if I look silly, if Lorenzo is going to walk in here and start 
laughing when he sees me. 


I close my eyes and try to hammer away the idea that this is 
a cruel trick out of my mind. 


Just because something horrible happened to me before, it 
doesn’t mean it will again. My parents were crack addicts 
who died in a house fire, for God’s sake. Surely I deserve 
some small measure of happiness? 


I open my eyes and let out a sigh, running my hands up and 
down my thighs. Nerves buzz around my body like they 
haven’t in all my eighteen years. 


The stylist was a smiling lady named Jackie who really took 
her time with me and painted me in stylish yet subtle 
shades with her makeup brush. 


But when I looked in the mirror, the idea reared its ugly 
head again. 


This is a trick, a vicious voice whispered in my mind. This is 
all a twisted game. You don’t deserve this. 


I startle to my feet when the door opens and Lorenzo walks 
in. His six foot six frame is coated in a tight fitting dark blue 
suit, his muscles bulging as a silver watch glints from his 
wrist. His salt and pepper hair is swept to the side and he 
must’ve shaved recently, because his square jaw cuts the air 
around his face. 


His dark eyes widen when his gaze drinks me in. 


“Jesus,” he whispers, walking into the living room in his 
freshly shined dress shoes. “ You look like a gift, Lena.” 


Relief floods through me as I sense the genuine desire in his 
voice and in his eyes. 


“Just for you,” I whisper, still battling nerves every time I let 
sassy words like these loose. But I’m not going to live in 
fear. Lorenzo brings the fun out in me. “And who knows, 
maybe later you can unwrap me.” 


Lorenzo stalks forward and brushes his thumb along my lip, 
and then lifts his hand to show me the rouge lipstick. He 
brings it to his mouth and sucks it clean, and we both know 
what he’s hinting at. 


Later, he’s going to do the same with my hymen’s offering, 
as if we’re in pagan times and he’s going to take my blood 
as a Sign that I’m his. 


Oh, I want to give it to him so frickin’ badly. 


“Do you know how crazy you drive me, Lorenzo?” 


He smirks, and then offers me his arm. “I’m going to be the 
perfect gentleman,” he says with a heavy veil of irony. “No 
dark thoughts until after dinner. Come, m’lady.” 


I giggle like crazy, slapping him on the arm. “You’re such a 
dork.” 


He smirks wider, his eyes glinting. “Nobody’s ever called 
me that before. I love bantering with you, Lena.” 


I feel like a balloon full of fuzzy warmth has been popped in 
my chest as we walk to the elevator together. We exchange 
a smile and everything in me relaxes, like just being close to 
Lorenzo has the effect of a drug. 


It feels right and I battle away those dark, unfair thoughts 
that tell me this is a game, a trick, a cruel prank. 


Not everything is twisted and evil, Lena, I try to tell myself. 
There are good people out there. 


As we ride in the back of a sleek night black limo toward the 
restaurant, our bodies never stop trying to sink into each 
other. 


One of his arms is wrapped around me, pulling me close to 
him, and I can feel the irrepressible solidity of his carved 
oak body. It sends thrills of longing and desire surging 
through me with the force of an electric hurricane, almost 
taking my breath away. 


His other hand is laid on my knee, squeezing softly. I bite 
down to stop from letting out a shimmering cry. A part of 
me just wants to tell him to take us right to the hotel, my 
lust is beating the walls of my womb with oh so demanding 
hands, but I want tonight to be as perfect as he does. 


We get to the restaurant, an elegant Italian place with a 
sign over the door reading La Duchessa in calligraphic 


script. 


Lorenzo offers me his arm and I cling tightly as we walk to 
the front of the line. 


I don’t let myself look into the expressions of those waiting 
in line, who we’re cutting in front of, because I just know 
they’re going to be oozing the sort of high school jealousy 
and hate that’ll just remind me of the past. 


The last thing I need to be reminded of now is that hell. 


Inside, warm fire like lights shine red orange from the 
walls, and several understated chandeliers hang from the 
ceilings. Their jewels are laid out in a staggered pattern, so 
that I can see the threaded silver chain connecting them, 
like miniature stars connected by glittering spider’s webs. 


We take a booth in the corner, a prim and proper host with 
a neat jacket and a neater mustache pulling my chair out 
for me. 


“Wow,” I whisper, when Lorenzo and I are alone. “This is 
amazing.” 


“You deserve only the best,” he says, adjusting his cufflinks. 
When he sees me looking - they’re hard to miss, carved 
silver bullets - his eyes glint as he reads me. He’s so good at 
reading me. “They must seem quite savage to you.” 


“T don’t know,” I say noncommittally, not wanting to ruin 
dinner. 
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“Honesty, my queen,” Lorenzo says, leaning forward and 
taking my hand in his, instantly sending waves of 
comforting safety through me. “We’re going to be together 
forever. We might as well get used to telling the truth, even 
if they’re hard truths, sometimes.” 


“No, no,” I say quickly. “It’s nothing crazy. I get it. The 
cufflinks just remind me of...” 


“My business?” he says, when I trail off. The lights flicker 
like flames in the threaded silver of his hair. “I understand, 
but these are mere ceremonial items. In truth, my work 
involves far fewer bullets these days. But it’s good for a man 
to remember what it took to get to where he is.” 


“That makes sense,” I say. “Anyway, let’s not talk about 
depressing stuff. I’m sorry.” 


“You never have to apologize to me,” he says. “But if you 
want to change the subject...” 


An almost mischievous look comes into his eyes, like the 
leader of the pride about to tease his lioness, a baring of the 
teeth and a crinkling of the eyes that speaks of savage 
playfulness. 


“Let’s talk about your angelic voice instead.” 


I giggle, a blush dancing across my cheeks. “What about 
it?” 


“You’re incredible,” he says, sincerity painted across his 
expression, each contour of his self assured face roaring 
dominance and possessiveness. For the first time in my life, 
I actually let myself believe my singing has brought 
somebody joy, and it warms my heart like a love tipped 
arrow. 


“Really?” I say, trying to laugh it off. 


“Really,” he says, squeezing my hand tighter, running his 
finger over my knuckles one by one. “I’ve got a little talent 
with the guitar, but your musical ability is something else. 
It’s magical, Lena.” He laughs gruffly. “It’s not often I get 
sentimental like that but, with you, it’s the truth.” 


“Wait a second,” I giggle. “You play the guitar.” 


“Uh oh,” he smirks. “I can play the guitar, yes. But don’t ask 
me to play.” 


“Why not?” I laugh, leaning forward and slapping his 
muscle corded forearm. “You’ve heard me sing, haven’t 
you? Maybe we could do a song together one day. I can just 
see it. Me and you and all our children huddled around a 
fire, you playing the guitar and me singing. It would just be 
magical. 


“Oh my God, and maybe our little ones would sing, too. And 
it would just be so beautiful, like the family I never had. 
Singing was a way to save me when I was a little girl, 
Lorenzo. When my parents died and I was put in an 
orphanage, I thought I’d never be happy again, but I could 
always lose myself in music. But I don’t want our children to 
lose themselves in music. I want it to enhance their lives, to 
make what they have even more wonderful ...” 


I trail off, realizing I’ve just spoken with more passion than 
in all my eighteen years, my words hanging in the air like 
embarrassing little forget me nots, just waiting to be 
plucked and ridiculed. 


But when I look up, intensity sweeps across Lorenzo’s face, 
his jaw tight and a faraway look in his eyes as though he’s 
staring at the scene I just lost myself in. 


“T want that too,” he whispers. 


I beam, but can’t shake this unfair, niggling notion that soon 
he’s going to present the punchline to the joke. 


I glance around as paranoia lances through me, wondering 
if the people at the nearby tables are going to turn and 
start laughing, telling me that I’m the silliest idiot girl in the 
universe for ever believing Lorenzo DeLuca could want me. 


I want to leave the past where it belongs, but the scars run 
deep and remind me too achingly of what happened, and of 
what could happen again. 


“Lena, are you okay?” he asks. 

“Yes, yes,” I whisper, cursing myself for being a dork queen. 
Yes, yes. 

What am I, a parrot? 


“I have something to show you after dinner,” he says. “I 
think you’ll really enjoy it. But first, let’s order. I plan on 
feasting like a Viking who’s just returned from a raid. And it 
would be my honor if you’d do the same.” 


I giggle, my worries falling from me like an itchy blanket as 
I sit up straighter. 


“Jeez, Lorenzo. How could I say no to that?” 


CHAPTER NINE 
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“This is amazing,” Lena says, walking to the large control 
panel of the recording studio, so many dials and buttons 
and sliders it looks like an airplane switchboard. 


I can’t help but let my hungry eyes move over her ass, to 
the way the fabric of her dress clings to the round tempting 
globes. With her pale legs poking out from the hem as she 
leans forward, the dress riding up, every instinct is urging 
me to dart forward and slide my hands up between her legs 
to smear her wetness across my palm. 


She turns to me, her face bright and her eyes even 
brighter, her vivacity and lust for life like a perfume that 
infuses the air around her. 


“T can’t believe you own this place,” she says. “This is really 
state of the art.” 


“T own a record label,” I tell her. “It’s just one of my many 
businesses. Truthfully, I don’t have much involvement with 
it. But I’d be honored if...” 


“Nah uh,” she sasses, dancing over to me. 


She kicked her heels off when we came in here, with the 
casual intimacy that befits our blossoming relationship. I 
stare at her calf muscles, wanting to nibble and bite and 
then trail higher, feeling her goosebumps prickle her skin 
against my lips. 


“You were about to say you’d be honored if I used this 
studio, right?” 


I loop my arms around her and press her close, feeling her 
breasts pushing against my torso, her body inferno hot and 
heaving with frenetic breaths. 


Our closeness envelops and captivates us, as though 
nothing else outside of this studio exists. 


“Right,” I growl. 
“But it’s just hard for me, Lorenzo.” 


“How?” I say, my voice choked as my manhood floods with 
the fire of a thousand stars, the heat surging through my 
balls and making them bulge, my seed writhing around in 
its eagerness to gush lovingly into her waiting sex. 


“It just all seems too good to be true,” she whispers. “I 
mean, I want to believe it. Of course I want to believe it. 
You’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me. And this 
studio, wow, it’s just amazing. Maybe another girl would 
turn it down out of pride. But not me. I know what it is to 
grow up rough, and you learn early on not to turn down 
opportunity when it presents itself.” 


“But?” I say, sensing that my queen has more to Say. 


She leans back in my embrace, sudden emotion flaring in 
her eyes. The lights are turned down low, giving the tears 
that are sparkling in her eyes a hidden yellow sheen. 


I reach up and brush them with my fingertips, a fierce 
stabbing entering my gut. 


I need to find whoever put these feelings inside of her and 
Snap every bone in their body, my chest swelling with 
animalistic fury at the thought that she’d ever be sad, ever 
have to feel anything other than floating on clouds happy. 


“Tell me,” I say. 


She spins away from me, gripping the edge of the 
switchboard. 


“Tell you what?” she whispers, and then laughs as though 
she can giggle away the crying. 


“TIl never stop being able to read you, Lena,” I mutter, 
moving up behind her slowly. I place my hands on her 
shoulders to steady the trembling. “What happened to 
you?” 

She sighs, a strangling sound coming from the base of her 
throat before she laughs again. 


“T used to think if I just kept laughing, I could keep away 
the tears, you know? But it doesn’t seem to be w-working 


She explodes into a torrent of sobs, her entire body 
quivering like the ground before an earthquake, and it 
tears through me, too. 


Jagged edges zigzag through my body as I watch my sweet 
queen turn to pieces. 


I grab her and pull her into me, moving my hand through 
her hair and letting her cry warm tears into my chest. 


“Its okay,” I whisper, squeezing her shoulder. “It’s all going 
to be okay, Lena.” 


“Is this real, Lorenzo?” she cries, looking into my face as 
black eye makeup drifts in rivers down her cheeks. 


Even crying, her beauty is undeniable, coming from 
somewhere deep inside of her and captivating every part of 
me. She’s more than makeup and artistry and clever 
cosmetic trickery. 


She just is. 


“Its real,” I growl. “It’s the realest thing I’ve ever felt. 
You’re mine. Always.” 


She smooths her hand over her cheeks, nodding shortly. 
“T’m sorry.” 


“You don’t have to apologize.” 
“T’ve gotten makeup all over your shirt,” she whispers. 


I glance down and see that she’s right. Her eye makeup has 
left black smears all over it. I laugh grimly and softly cradle 
the back of her head, and then move forward to smear her 
cheeks against my shirt. She giggles as I rub more and 
more makeup onto the fabric until there’s more on my shirt 
than on her cheeks. 


“You’re crazy,” she whispers, fighting back the tears. 


She walks to the leather corner couch that sits beside a full 
size faceless mannequin. The mannequin is a modern art 
piece that is carved of granite, chips and nicks purposefully 
littered up and down its contorted form. I’d much rather 
have a painting or perhaps a Roman statue, but I’ve never 
been here before and I guess this modern art piece was put 
here by the studio’s manager. 


She drops down and picks at the leather with her red 
painted fingernails. I move closer and sit down next to her, 


but lean back slightly, sensing that she needs space to 
articulate whatever’s hounding her mind. 


“T was sixteen years old,” she whispers, rubbing at her face. 
“I guess you could say I was a little messed up from 
growing up in the orphanage and being bounced around 
foster families, none of which ever worked out. I don’t know. 


“Anyway, there was this football player, basically the star 
jock that all the girls wanted and his name was David. I 
didn’t even like him, not really. But then one day he came to 
me and started saying I was the love of his life, that he’d 
had a crush on me since middle school. I was just so 
flattered and I just let myself get whisked away with the 
moment. I didn’t even want him, not specifically. It was just 
nice to be seen for once. I was such a nobody in high school. 


“He told me to meet him at this lake near the school at 
midnight. He really messed with my head. He said I should 
get ready for the craziest night of my life. Maybe he could 
tell I was nervous because he gave me this bottle of vodka 
and told me to drink that before I came.” 


I clench my fists so hard my knuckles protrude against the 
skin, the beating of my heart like a war drum. Suddenly, it’s 
like I’m standing in a muddy field during a war of the past, 
a sword clenched tightly in my fist, ready to face down a 
whole army of Davids. 


I want to cut and slice and roar as the blood showers down 
around me. 


“What did he do to you, Lena?” I snarl. 


“When I got to the lake,” she whispers, “he was waiting 
there for me. I’d only had a sip of the vodka, but he made 
me drink more. Then he stripped off my clothes and said he 


wanted to see me naked. But he didn’t. He just wanted to 
push me in the lake. 


“Thankfully, it was almost summer break and it was a hot 
evening, so the water wasn’t too horrible. But when all the 
cheerleaders and football players came out from the trees, 
where they’d been hiding, I was just so embarrassed. They 
only hung around long enough to laugh and make sure I 
wasn’t going to drown, and then they left. I put my clothes 
back on and tramped back to the orphanage, and then they 
made fun of me at school. God, I so don’t miss high school.” 


I leap to my feet as my body fills with the searing lava of a 
thousand volcanoes, my veins burning and scorching every 
inch of me. I put my whole body into the swing as I clench 
my fist, battering the solid granite modern art pieces. 


My fist connects and chips of stone fly away, the impact 
surging up my forearm and into my body. I swing again, 
barely aware of what I’m doing, just letting the savage 
protectiveness fill me, imagining that it’s David’s body I’m 
laying into, bones I’m crunching and breaking to pieces 
instead of unyielding stone. 


Except it does yield. 


It shatters and flies apart under the force of my six foot six 
body, my muscles roaring like a war cry. 


“Lorenzo,” Lena says. 


The way she says it, I know it’s not the first time. She lays 
her hand against my back, which feels almost cold against 
the flaring rage of my hot skin. My suit and shirt has torn 
with the movements of my looping punches. 


“It’s okay. It’s okay. Please, calm down.” 


I turn to her, my queen, watching as she blinks away 
crystalline tears. 


“Tt’s not okay,” I growl. “It’ll never be okay. He’s a monster. 
He doesn’t even deserve to hear your voice, to look at your 
damn shadow, let alone see you naked.” 


She snorts, shaking her head. “There’s not much to see, is 
there? Let’s face it. I’m not exactly a supermodel.” 


I grab her and pull her close, my anger morphing to lust 
filled want, my need to claim her like an irrefutable demand 
from my seed. 


She needs to know that this is right, that the signals my 
seed and her womb are undoubtedly sending her are true, 
that this isn’t some fucked up trick. 


Because I’d die before doing that to her. 


“Is the hotel still booked?” she whispers, gripping onto my 
exposed back where my suit tore. 


“Yes,” I growl. 
Her cheeks bloom red. “Can we go there, Lorenzo?” 


I smirk, drinking in the shyness mixed with desire in her 
expression, a just Lena look in her graceful eyes. 


“Yes,” I moan. “Let’s go right fucking now. I can’t wait to 
slide my thick pole inside you any longer. I need to pump my 
cock and feel every bit of my seed surge inside of you. This 
is real, Lena. And I’m going to show you that.” 


She clings onto my hand as I lead her outside, across the 
street, and into the back of the limo. I sit with my hands in 
hers, staring ahead because if I look at her I know I won’t 
be able to keep this beast inside of me tamed. 


“What are you doing?” she giggles, jabbing me playfully in 
the side. 


“Trying to resist the urge to ravage you right here in the 
back of the car,” I growl. 


She laughs again, her voice holding a thousand song notes, 
and then I feel her shaking her head. Feel her. I don’t even 
need to look at her, our connection is so undeniable. 


“Its crazy,” she whispers. “I never thought I’d be laughing 
so soon after telling that story. But with you, Lorenzo, I feel 
like I can conquer anything. Is that silly?” 


“No,” I tell her sincerely, gripping her hand tighter. 


I can feel her pulse shimmering in her wrist, a frantic 
pulsation of life thrumming all through her body. 


It’s her womb, I just know it is. 


It’s sending me a signal that it needs my seed, that she’s full 
of life, a fertile ground which is going to grow and develop 
and sing joy with a Lena like voice over our offspring. 


I was wrong before. 
My garden isn’t Eden. 
Her plus size perfect body is. 


The limo pulls up outside the skyscraper hotel and I take 
Lena by the hand and around to the private entrance. The 
hotel manager is already waiting for us, silently opening the 
door that leads to a red carpeted hallway. The walls are 
patterned golden and the elevator at the end sparkles with 
its silver doors. 


“I wanted the floor to the same color as your hymen’s 
sacrifice,” I whisper in her ear, letting my hand smooth 
down her back, feeling the upper part of her ass. 


“Oh, God,” she says, a shiver running through her. “You’re 
so naughty, Lorenzo.” 


“Only with you,” I growl, pressing the elevator button. “Only 
ever with you. Always.” 


“Always,” she repeats, turning to me. 


The elevator rides up as my hand rides lower down her 
dress, smoothing the flesh of her ass and seductively sliding 
closer to the hem of her dress. The only thing that stops me 
is the beep of the doors opening and the promise of a bed. 


My manhood is like a flaming spear, livid with desire. I can 
feel a vein pressing against the skin like everything is just 
going to explode. 


My queen is goddamn hypnotizing in her sensual 
voluptuousness. 


The penthouse hotel room is draped in luxury, the four 
couches in the central living room plush and genuine 
leather, the windows floor to ceiling with a view of the 
orange glowing city as the sun sets. Lena takes my hand 
and squeezes, looking at me with playfulness dancing 
brightly in her eyes. 


“Which way’s the bedroom?” she asks, her chest rising and 
falling rapidly so that my eyes can’t help but devour the 
motion of her breasts. 


Soon I’ll tear down her dress and free them, maybe slide 
my manhood between the fleshy globes and slide my 
precome over them, slathering them in my lust filled liquid 
to watch them shine in the light. 


“This way,” I growl, tugging her by the hand. 


The four poster bed dominates the room, the curtains 
pinned up with carved golden brooches. An oak bar sits in 


one corner and a glass display cabinet in the other, with 
miniature diamond sculptures set within it, designed to 
artfully catch the light from the chandelier so that the 
entire room sparkles. 


“Wow,” Lena whispers. “This is...” 

She pauses as her eyes settle on a chair in the corner. 
I see it, too. 

A camera lens poking from between the cushions. 


“What the heck?” she yells, leaping away from me. Her 
mouth falls open and her entire expression warps, her eyes 
moving over me as though I’ve just changed forms in front 
of her. 


“T can’t believe this.” 
“Lena, wait—” 
But it’s too late. 


She spins, her dress fluttering around her like furious 
flames, and then paces from the room and slams the door 
behind her. The whole room judders and suddenly 
everything seems dim, despite the brightness. 


It’s her. 

My woman. 
My light. 
She’s gone. 


I walk to the corner of the room and tear away the cushions 
hiding the camera. 


What the fuck? 


Who put this here? 
And why? 


CHAPTER TEN 
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I sit on the crummy couch in my old apartment, my legs 
spread out before me and my arms draped to the side like 
I’ve been injected with some sort of sleeping agent. I feel 
half dead, sitting here as the sun rises, beaming into my 
apartment as it catches dim motes of dust. 


I came here last night after I saw that camera, the lens 
staring at me with a glint that was like an evil smirk, telling 
me that all my worst fears were actually true. 


It was a trick. 
All of it. 


Lorenzo was going to record me and then probably do 
something horrible and twisted and David like with the 
recording. 


Even though I saw the camera myself, I have to work hard 
to hammer the fact of it into my mind, to convince myself 
that my Lorenzo was going to embarrass me like that. 


It doesn’t make sense, because I felt so secure that we were 
sinking blissfully into ... into what? 


Love? 


I can’t hide from the fact that yes, that was what I was 
starting to believe. When I told him about the high school 
douchebag David and the humiliation I’d suffered and he 
went full protective caveman on that weird modern art 
installation, I just knew he’d always protect me from the evil 
parts of this world. 


But then I saw the camera pointed at me like the scope ofa 
weapon, ready to fire its painful betrayal right into my 
heart. 


I barely slept, curling up on the reeking couch for about an 
hour before waking fitfully, nightmare fueled tears making 
my cheeks sting and ache. 


I stand up and wander to the window, looking through the 
dark clouded glass to the street outside. Just like the last 
time I checked, Lorenzo’s men are parked right outside the 
apartment building in a jet black sedan. They’re both 
wearing the sleek suits of the Mafioso, and I’ve got no doubt 
that they’re waiting for orders from Lorenzo. 


“She didn’t fall for the plan. Go in there and take care of 
her.” 


I shake my head, turning away and returning to the couch, 
dropping down with a huffing breath. 


It just doesn’t make sense. 
There was a spark there. 
I know there was. 


Why the heck would he extinguish it like that? 


I must fall asleep, because this time when I open my eyes, I 
can hear knocking at the door to go along with the 
pounding in my chest. 


I peel my eyes open and sit up, a thread of fear coiling 
around my body and squeezing onto me sharply. 


Is it them? Is it Lorenzo’s men? 


But I still can’t set the idea that Lorenzo would do anything 
to hurt me. 


We have a connection, a bond that goes beyond the time 
we’ve known each other. When I first saw him in the 
garden, I dared to let my mind dream that there could be 
something between us, a spark that might become a flame, 
and then a smoldering inferno. 


I rub sleep from my tear stinging eyes as I walk to the door. 
The apartment is filled with dim yellow light now, and I 
guess it might be around ten o’clock. 


“Who is it?” I say, hand on the door lock. 

“It’s me,” Lorenzo growls, voice deep and gruff. 

Just hearing his voice sends surges of belonging through 
me, my womb doing backflips and my hymen going tight 
like overripe fruit in anticipation. 

I think about last night and how amazing it could’ve been, 
his manhood sliding up, prodding at that precious 


vermillion juicy spot inside of me, bursting it open and 
drenching him. 


I could’ve taken his seed, closed my thighs around him and 
silently urged it to swim deeper inside of me, to make a 


home and blossom and create. 
I wanted it. 
I still want it. 


“Open the door, Lena,” Lorenzo growls, his voice brimming 
with billionaire’s authority. 


“And what if I don’t, huh?” I snap right back. “Will you huff 
and puff and blow this house down? Are you the big bad 
wolf, Lorenzo?” 


He sighs, a trembling sounding deep in his chest. 


“T’ve spent all night figuring out how that fucking camera 
got into our suite and taking steps to make it right. Just 
open the door so I can explain.” 


“Wait... you didn’t put the camera there?” 


“Of course not,” he says. “I’d die before I let anybody else 
see you like that. That’s just for me. Just open the door.” 


I pull the door open and draw in a gasp. 


Lorenzo’s face is tight with tension and his moon specked 
hair lies in a wave across his forehead. He’s wearing a dark 
blue shirt with the sleeves rolled up, no jacket, and his 
forearms bulge and writhe like they’re separate, living 
creatures. 


“Have you slept?” I ask. 


“No,” he says, walking into the apartment. He turns to me, 
his eyes roaming over my body. “That camera was put there 
by my rival, aman named Diego Romano. He’s been making 
plays on me for a while now. He bribed the hotel manager 
to find out what suite I’d rented, and then hid a camera in 
there, hoping to get footage he could use to blackmail me 
with.” 


I shut the door, my hand trembling. My heart thunders and 
suddenly my mouth is dry, as though all the moisture has 
been sucked out of the air. 


“You mean you didn’t...” 
“Of course I didn’t.” 


He moves closer like a natural force, his movements fluid 
despite his Goliath’s size. 


David and Goliath, a voice whispers in my mind. 


Only if my Goliath ever met with the high school jerk, it 
would go nothing like the story. 


He raises his hand and smooths a strand of greasy hair 
from my forehead. I back away, the idea that I look 
unpresentable and icky firing in my mind. 


“T need to take a shower and change,” I mutter. 
He growls through a smirk. 


“You’re beautiful,” he says, grabbing my shoulders and 
pulling me right up against him. 


His body is fire hot against mine and I can hear his 
heartbeat pounding like a boulder being dropped against 
primordial rock over and over again. 


“You don’t need to wash up. You don’t need to change. All 
you need to do is tell me you trust me, Lena.” 


“T do,” I whisper, lifting my hands and wrapping them 
around his neck. 


I clutch on tightly and feel the sinewy muscles pressing 
against my hand firmly. 


It’s like every twitching inch of him is geared toward 
claiming me in feral dominance, and I love it. 


I love him. 


But I can’t drop that bombshell on him, no frickin’ way, not 
after the mother of all misunderstandings we just endured. 


“Wait a second,” I mutter. “You said you dealt with this 
Diego person. What exactly does that mean?” 


His body goes tight as his fury moves through him in waves, 
his hands clenching tightly and a vein pulsing in his neck. 


“I should’ve put him at the bottom of a dark and lonely river 
for what he did,” he growls. “I might have, if the recording 
had been successful. The curvaceous perfection of your 
body is mine, Lena, and mine alone. But his pathetic plan 
didn’t work. So I used less severe means. 


“T had a video of him blackmailing a politician that I’ve been 
saving for an occasion like this. I merely put it to use, and 
now Diego is going to toe the line and operate precisely 
how I want him to operate. I’ve also ensured that the 
manager he bribed has been fired, so that no more 
violations of privacy can happen ever again.” 


“Woah,” I mutter. “It sounds like you’re doing more for the 
city than the frickin’ police.” 


“Surprised?” he whispers, leaning close and bringing his 
lips close to mine. He holds his face there, inches from me, 
his warm breath moving over me temptingly. “The world 
isn’t black and white, my queen. There are shades of gray, 
even in the shadows, and that’s where I operate. Let me 
take you somewhere, Lena. Let me show you the brighter 
side of this dark, dark world.” 


He moves his lips even closer. They brush against my lip 
and shivering tingles warp and dance across my skin, 
sending electric messages to my womb. Get ready. This is 
your man. Get ready to take everything he has to give. 


And I am. 
I’m oh so frickin’ ready. 


“And after,” he whispers, his voice heavy with longing. “I’m 
going to devour you, every inch. I’m going to pump your 
body full of my seed and watch as you twitch and writhe as 
it settles in your womb. I’m going to flood you with every 
searing inch of me.” 


I swallow, feeling the desire infusing me like his seed is 
already inside of me, replacing the blood in my veins, 
pumping around and around my body. 


“God, I want that so bad, Lorenzo,” I whisper. “But where 
are we going?” 


He smirks. “ You’ll see.” 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


| orenzo 


I push open the door to find Lena hunched over a box, 
ticking off items on her clipboard as she bites onto her 
lower lip. She’s tied her hair up in a don’t give a fuck 
ponytail, with swirls loosening and spiraling around her 
forehead. 


Behind me, I can hear the sounds of the homeless shelter 
rising into the air, the chatter and hubbub as the volunteers 
and paid employees hand out food and hygiene parcels. 


I stay in the shadows of the store closet for a few moments, 
watching my queen as she catalogues the inventory. She’s 
wearing one of the Never Alone polo T-shirts, hugging 
tightly to her mountain range body, a series of dips and 
peaks I could spend the rest of my life exploring. 


With my tongue, with my hands, or perhaps just trail the 
bulging precome slicked head of my manhood up and down 
her, watching as a thick line of seed paints each sinful inch. 


She looks capable and so damn human right now, not like 
those empty headed rake thin women who threw 


themselves at me for years before Lena came along. 


She’s all I’ll ever need, a queen who simply couldn’t be 
more perfect for me. 


She glances up, a pout puckering her kissable lips. 
“How long have you been lurking there, huh?” 


“Lurking?” I chuckle deeply, power infusing my savage’s 
laugh. “I’m observing the most beautiful thing in existence.” 


She bats her eyelids, a smile lighting up her face. 


She’s wearing no makeup and I wouldn’t have it any other 
way, her smile one hundred percent genuine and real. She’s 
the mother of my children, already, even if we’ve yet to 
complete the sacred, blood boiling act. 


Soon. 
Today. 
I can’t wait any longer. 


“Is that really how you’d describe a bunch of cardboard 
boxes and food packages, huh?” she sasses. 


I stalk across the room and place my hands on her 
shoulders, the only thing stopping me from fisting her 
bouncy ponytail and bending her over to get a peek at that 
pink wet pussy is the knowledge that we may be 
interrupted. 


And she’s for my eyes only. 
Always. 
“What do you think?” I ask. 


“About this place? It’s amazing, Lorenzo. I’d heard of Never 
Alone before but I had no idea you owned it. And the 


supervisor, Casey, she’s the one who roped me into doing 
inventory, FYI she said you own loads of charities 
throughout the city. Apparently, you volunteer at them 
yourself, too.” 


“When I get the chance,” I allow. “But right now the only 
thing I want to volunteer is my sperm for your aching 
womb, Lena. Just looking at you, I know I can’t take it 
anymore. You’re perfection made flesh. Every inch of you is 
screaming out for my manhood. I want to bust open your 
hymen and let it drain into a cocktail glass, and sip it slowly, 
at leisure, because it’s the sweetest fucking drink I can 
imagine. And it’s mine.” 


She shivers, her eyes going wide in that just Lena way that 
means her lust is becoming as frantic and starving as my 
carnal desire. 


“Jeez, Lorenzo. Do you think it’d be hella rude if we sort of 
got out of here right frickin’ now?” 


“No,” I growled. “Because we’ll be back. As partners, as 
king and queen, we’ll have more days and nights to 
volunteer our time. But right now, in this moment, the only 
thing that’s real for me is you, Lena. And I can’t wait 
anymore. I can feel my seed bulging and roaring in my 
balls. I’m so hard for you, all the fucking time. I’ll die if I 
don’t spear you with my engorged cock.” 


I loop my arms around her and smash our bodies together, 
the force like planets colliding. 


I part my lips and taste her, brushing my tongue inside her 
mouth. Our tongues dance around each other like two 
electric eels tossing their energy at each other, tasting 
every sparking drop. 


She moans and sinks deeper into the kiss, gripping onto the 
front of my shirt and pulling me closer. 


My hands twitch with the urge to slide up her legs, to tear 
open her pants and make a hole of lust just for me. Then I'll 
drive my fingers up into her sweet red delicious center and 
puncture it with my lust filled motions, beckoning her red 
juices all over my hand. 


Fuck. 


I’m too hard and resisting her is becoming too difficult, the 
urge to reveal my eleven inch weapon like a command 
straight from God, or Fate, or whatever the fuck voice is 
roaring in my mind with the fury of a Viking berserker. 


Take her. 

Own her. 

Now, now, now. 

It sings out like a war song I can’t ignore. 


I break it off, panting, chest rising and falling like my whole 
body is going to erupt into a mess of muscular sinew and 
heat. 


“I need you now,” I say, voice breathy with groans. “I need 
every inch of you. I need to bend you over and have you 
squeeze your legs together, hiding your pinkness. And then 
I’ll spread you apart and watch your beautiful squirting 
pleasure make a film over your hole. Which I’ll break with 
my bulging cock.” 


She gasps, wiggling as though trying to grind her panties 
against her sex. 


“Then let’s get the heck out of here, bad boy,” she moans. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 
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I stand in the doorway of the plush hotel room as Lorenzo 
swaggers around the room, ostentatiously turning over 
chairs and lifting up cushions, shooting me his savage’s 
smirk each time it’s revealed that there’s no camera there. 


“I had the place combed three times before we even 
arrived,” he growls, stopping near the four poster bed. 


The room is more like an Aztec emperor’s bedroom than 
the medieval finery of last time. 


The bed is covered with light silk sheets and the bed 
curtains are a gauzy emerald material, draping down 
Slightly like little semi circles of hazy glass. A white stone 
bar sits at one end with plush leather white seats - okay, not 
all Aztec then - and in the corner there’s an elaborate finely 
constructed shelf, upon which sits giant oversized eggs, 
inlaid with jewels. 


“What do you think these are supposed to mean, my king?” 
I sass, skipping over to the decorative eggs. 


I feel his eyes tracking my every step, even though I’m just 
wearing a T-shirt and pants, nothing fancy, and yet his eyes 
take me in as though I’m wearing the fanciest dress in the 
universe. 


“Mean?” he chuckles grimly. “I think they’re supposed to 
just make the place look nice. Anyway, what’s this king 
business?” 


“What?” I fire, spinning on him. Sunlight shines through the 
closed drapes behind me, filling the room with a warm glow 
which Lorenzo steps into as he moves forward. “You're 
allowed to call me queen, but I can’t call you king?” 


He smirks like an unchained beast, as though he’s been 
locked in a cage all his forty-two years and now he’s finally 
smashed the bars and tore them to pieces. 


And now he’s free, I’m the only thing he wants, needs. 


He stalks right over to me and his smell envelops me, sharp 
cologne intermingling with the deeper, more primal scent of 
his seed, a sharp tangy bite that fills the air and makes my 
nipples tingle and harden, makes my sex flood and my lips 
buzz with the anticipation of receiving him. 


“I need you,” he says, reaching for my cheek. “Td kill any 
man who tried to take you from me. Not like Diego did, with 
his pathetic games. But if somebody barged in here right 
now and tried to take you by force, I’d snap them like a 
wishbone. I’ll always protect you, Lena. Always.” 


I step forward so that my cheek brushes his hand, turning 
my head and nuzzling against the strength of his fingers. 
His whole body heaves in his suit when I make a moaning 
noise, high pitched and breathy, almost song like. 


“And I’m going to take you,” he growls. “Now.” 


I let out a squeal when he jumps at me and wraps both his 
arms around me, smashing me against the sheer rock 
solidity of his form. I stand on my tiptoes and reach up to 
find his lips, our mouths infusing as our lips split open and 
our tongues clash and come apart only to clash harder. 


Nerves tingle and dance up and down the surface of my 
tongue, around my mouth, captivating me in the miniature 
explosion of a dying stair. 


Everything sizzles and spins and deep inside I feel my 
hymen going tight and creamy. My hole flutters and my 
belly gets warm and fuzzy, screaming at me to sit down on 
his massive length, to let the lust in my body guide me. 


No more doubt. 

No more second guessing. 

No more what if. 

This just is, and I’d have it no other way. 


Our desire takes us dance stepping toward the bed. I run 
my hands up his broad muscled back and over the fierce 
tendons of his neck, and then through the moon silver of his 
hair. I drag my fingernails down his scalp, gasping in the 
kiss. 


He grabs my shoulders and pushes me softly, sending me 
backward on the bed. 


“T need to see you completely naked,” he breathes, his dark 
eyes roaming over me in captivation. “Every inch of you 
bare like a blank canvas, ready for me to paint you in any 
damn way I want.” 


He grabs the waistband of my jeans, tangling up my 
underwear in his meaty paws, and then drags both down in 
one brutal movement. I giggle and writhe as the material 


brushes achingly against my sex. My clit tingles and glows. 
My lips scream with the friction heavy contact. 


“Take off your shirt,” he commands. “And your bra. Now.” 
“Bossy,” I tease. 


But really I delight in sitting up and stripping off my T-shirt 
and then reaching around to unclip my bra. A note of shame 
threatens to sting me, but only for a moment. 


When I see how Lorenzo eyes stare at me, at every part of 
me, lust replaces the shame with flaring brightness. 
Lorenzo’s dark orbs glint with desire as they move from my 
neck, over my breasts, to my belly and then down to my 


pussy. 


Every single piece of me - even those parts I thought men 
would hate - he drinks in, reaching down to slide a hand up 
and down the front of his pants. 


“Fuck,” he whispers, snatching his hand away before he 
loses control. “I need to be inside of you. I feel my seed 
roaring at me in my mind.” 


“I feel the same,” I say, rubbing my legs together as 
wetness smears between my thighs. “Not your seed. My 
womb. It’s fucking yelling, Lorenzo.” 


He stumbles onto the bed and tears his clothes off. I reach 
up and help him, popping buttons and sending them flying 
to the floor. I throw his suit jacket across the room and it 
knocks over the weird egg decorations, sending them 
cascading across the room with a click, click, click as the 
jewels hit the hardwood floor. 


We don’t stop. We don’t care. 


The only thing we care about is each other. 


He pulls down his pants and I stare down at our bodies 
smashed together, every inch of him lined with hard 
muscles and a fine layer of hell hot sweat coating his carved 
form. 


He reaches down and grips his manhood, stroking the 
engorged head against my lips, up one and then down the 
other, teasing me as he strokes it in small circles around my 
clit. 


His precome slathers my aching pussy, and his cock makes 
a twitching movement as I moan, as though eager to drive 
up inside of me. 


“T’m going to burst you open,” he whispers, leaning down, 
our noses brushing as we stare directly into each other’s 
eyes. “I’m going to drench my cock in your hymen’s sweet 
juices. And then I’m going to use it as lube and fuck you 
until both of us are so tired we can barely move.” 


I grip onto his shoulders, digging my fingernails in. 


I feel them bending under the unyielding force of his god 
like body, never giving an inch, solid fucking rock. 


“Do it, my king,” I moan, with a hint of sass. 


He smirks, before turning savage again. “Of course, my 
queen,” he growls. 


He arches his back and drives his cock up inside of me, the 
massive spear pressing against the walls of my pussy and 
feeling like he’s splitting me completely open. 


I never guessed I’d feel so full, as though Lorenzo DeLuca is 
stuffing every part of me, my pussy walls stretching and my 
hole aching as it wiggles to accommodate him. 


Deeper and deeper, he pushes, until his balls are flush 
against my ass and he’s buried to his soaked hot hilt. 


Then - oh, God, yes - the discomfort slides away and 
heavenly sap flows through me, soothing and relaxing my 
body. 


Then it flares, violently and steamily, as my pussy screams 
out under the pressure of his cock. 


I arch my hips, shifting, my pussy buzzing with the 
closeness of him. 


“T can feel you opening for me,” he whisper growls. “ Your 
body’s blossoming like a fucking flower, and I’m about to 
make you rose red.” 


“Do it, baby,” I moan. “It doesn’t hurt anymore. I can take 
it.” 


He smirks. “My brave little queen. Do you really think you 
can take what I’ve got to give you?” 


I lean up and bite his lip, arching my eyebrow, ignoring the 
still present nerves in favor of sassy sauciness. Nerves still 
thrum and writhe, but screw them. 


I’m done being paranoid all the time. 
It’s time to Live. 
“T can take it, bad boy,” I fire. “But can you give it?” 


“My innocent little queen,” he growls, sliding out and then 
pumping back into me with a hard thrust, his manhood 
pounding deep inside of me. 


“Like that,” I moan. “Oh, jeez. Yeah, Lorenzo. Just like that.” 
I shift my body up and down in time with his thrusts. 


He slams into me, driving his cock up into my body like a 
warrior thrusting his spear, the inflamed end sending hisses 
of smoke and fire all throughout my lower half. 


I feel them spreading, enveloping me, heat and orgiastic 
flurries captivating me down to the frickin’ atom. 


I let my moans go as I bounce up and down, kissing his 
sweaty neck and raking my fingernails down his back. I 
pump my hips faster and faster, focusing everything I have 
on the buzzing in my pussy, the way his cock seems to pulse 
and throb inside of me. 


His face is torn as he stares down at me, like it’s taking 
everything he has not to just explode and fill me with 
gallons and gallons of his seed. I imagine him coming for 
days, pumping me until his frothy white perfection is 
gushing like a waterfall out of my mouth, only stopping 
when every part of me is filled with his come. 


“Fuck, these need milk coming out of them,” he growls, 
leaning down and biting my nipple softly. He caresses it 
with his teeth, and then sucks, groaning. “I can’t wait to 
taste your sweet fertile sap.” 


“Oh, baby,” I moan. “But I think you’ll be too greedy. What 
about the children?” 


He laughs and fucks me harder, the bed creaking 
underneath us, the legs juddering around on the floor and 
making scrape noises. 


“Oh, fuck,” he whispers, slowing down the motion of his 
thrusts. 


“What? What?” I ask, voice breathless, my pussy still hot 
and close, the pressure threatening to implode. 


“Look,” he growls. 


He slides out of me and palms my pussy, raising his hand to 
show me the vivid redness. It catches the light, glistening 
vermillion and brilliant on his fingertips. 


“And it’s all for me,” he groans. 


He opens his mouth and sucks it from his fingers, closing 
his eyes to savor the taste like a sommelier tasting a fine 
wine. 


“Fucking perfect,” he whispers, reaching down and palming 
me again. 


He slides his finger inside of me and moves it around, 
collecting as much of my juices as he can. Then he strokes 
his hand up and down his massive wet cock, coating it. 


“How does it taste?” I whisper, heart pounding like it’s 
trying to escape. 


“Naughty girl,” Lorenzo chuckles. 


He caresses my pussy, painting his hand red again. Then he 
Slides it lightly up my body, leaving a war paint like line 
from my pubis, across my belly, and right to my neck. He 
brings the remainder to my tingling lips. 


“Open your mouth. Suck.” 


I grab his wrist and part my lips, closing my lips around two 
of his fingers and sucking deeply. I feel my virginity 
blooming over my tongue and then flowing down my throat. 
It tastes tangy and somehow sweet, like candy. 


He rubs me as I drink, his other hand sliding against my 
lips, grinding them together as he moves up and down, up 
and down, again and again until I think I’m going to burst 
for a second time. 


“Enough,” he says, pulling his hand away. “We don’t want 
your juices to dry, do we?” 


I giggle, looking down at his cock, glistening and ready. 
“Sorry. It just tastes so good.” 


“I know,” he growls. “I’ll have to drink all of it afterward, 
open my mouth and shove it right up against your hole, 
gulping until I’ve drained you. But I’m a greedy man, my 
queen, and I want to fill you with my thick white cream. I 
need you to squirt for me like you did before.” 


He grinds his cock back inside of me and then everything 
seems to pause, like the whole universe is just waiting to 
see what we’re going to do next. Or the rest of the world 
doesn’t exist. 


It’s just us, me and my king, in this fancy hotel suite 
together. 


His cock sends winged ecstasy all through me, filling my 
belly and fluttering right up to my chest. 


I close my eyes and see nothing but red, as though my 
sweet hymen has painted the inside of my eyelids. 


“T think I’m going to...” 


“Come,” he growls, pumping again. “Come for me, Lena. 
Now.” 


“Yes,” I scream. 


I hug close to him and bite down on his shoulder, feeling 
like my teeth might shatter under the concrete surface of 
his skin. I bite harder as my pussy sets off fireworks, the 
orgasm battering me with light made hands. 


“Oh, f-fuck,” I sammer. 


Something lets go inside of me and drenches all over 
Lorenzo’s cock, my pleasure squirting out of me with 
unbelievable force. 


“Drench me,” he growls. “Now, now. Now.” 


“Ah,” I cry, as his cock hammers slickly inside of me. 


He lets out a primal roar and I feel his cock pulsating inside 
of me, all eleven inches of him bulging and quivering as his 
seed writhes up his lengths and shoots hungrily inside of 
me. 


I swear I can feel them swimming deeper into my pussy, 
writhing all the way to my womb and then leaping around 
like a homecoming. 


I fall back, panting heavily, letting my eyes fall open. 


Lorenzo holds himself inside of me as his cock starts to wilt 
slowly, a content smirk spread across his lips. 


“You’re perfect,” he growls. “I knew it from the first 
moment I saw you and now I know it more than ever.” 


I love you. 
I clamp down my lips. 


Heck, am I really going to ruin a beautiful moment with a 
declaration like that? 


Get a hold of yourself Lena. 


“Pm so happy I met you, Lorenzo,” I whisper, the best 
alternative I can come up with. 


We stare into each other’s eyes as he holds himself inside of 
me, and then his manhood quivers and hardens again, and 
his smirk deepens in the way a hunters would look when he 
gets a second wind. 


“You animal,” I giggle, leaning up to bite his lip. 


“You’re right,” he snarls. “I’m a fucking beast. But only for 


n 


you. 


“Always,” I whisper, twitching my hips. “Always, Lorenzo.” 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


| orenzo 


“Diego has learned his lesson,” Matteo says, reclining in the 
seat next to me as the sedan takes us through the city. It’s 
late afternoon and a peachy glow drapes itself over the 
skyscrapers like a blanket. Matteo strokes his mismatched 
mustache. “Business is booming. Life is good.” 


“Diego’s lucky that camera didn't record anything,” I snarl. 
“If it did, he wouldn’t have gotten off so easily. He’s a 
goddamn idiot if he thinks I’d let anybody record the queen 
of my empire and get away with it.” 


“I know,” Matteo says, shaking his head ruefully. “I don’t 
know what he was thinking. He must have had a death 
wish, crossing you like that.” 


I laugh grimly. “Like I said, he’s lucky.” 

Matteo runs a hand through his hair, fidgeting around. 
“What?” I snap. 

“What? Nothing.” 


I smirk, baring my teeth. “Don’t lie to me, Matteo. You’ve 
been my consigliere since the start. You’ve got something to 
Say, SO Say it.” 


He sighs. “It’s just that you seem happier than I’ve ever 
seen you, boss. These past few days, it’s like all the work 
you’ve put in over the years has finally paid off. I’m happy 
for you. That’s all.” 


“Thank you, old friend,” I say. “But let’s not get too damn 
emotional.” 


He chuckles. “Of course not. What’ve you two got planned 
for today?” 


I feel something unusual flip around in my belly, as though 
I’m not the most feared, respected man in the city, as 
though I don’t have billions to my name and hundreds of 
thriving legitimate businesses. 


But that’s what Lena does to me. 


All my life, I’ve lived as a savage conqueror, moving from 
battle to battle, never stopping long enough to know what 
it’s like to just be a man. 


But now I do. 


I’m Lena’s man and she’s my woman, and the thing doing 
fucking cartwheels in my belly might be nerves. 


“We’re doing something important and momentous,” I say. 


Matteo nods with a slight smile. “I think I can guess,” he 
says. “So all I’ll say is good luck, boss.” 


We pull up outside Lena’s skyscraper, where I’ve been 
spending most of my time since the afternoon in the hotel 
suite a few days ago. 


Last night, my queen even convinced me to bring my guitar 
to the room and strum for her as she sang, her voice so 
much more beautiful than my playing could ever be. 


“Its been a long time,” I told her. “I used to play as a 
teenager, but then business took over, and I became 
monomaniacal in claiming what was mine.” 


She tilted her head at me, sassiness made flesh, her hair 
cascading around her shoulders like Eve herself. 


“You’re good with your hands. I’m sure you'll be fine.” 


She was right. I was able to take up the instrument almost 
as though I’d never put it down, moving my fingers across 
the strings as her angelic voice filled the apartment. 


But I know that without her I wouldn’t have been able to 
play. It was only the motivation of hearing her voice rise 
higher and sweeter that gave me the ability to coax a tune 
from the instrument. 


Now, I peer across the street to see that Lena is standing 
outside the apartment building, crouching under the force 
of a man, a man who is fucking shouting at her. 


Behind him, five men stand, all with their chests puffed up 
and their hands hanging at their sides, fists clenched, as 
though they’re trying to look intimidating when really they 
just look pathetic. 


“What the fuck?” I growl, gripping the door handle so hard 
I almost snap it. “These motherfuckers just made a big, big 
mistake.” 


“You need help, boss?” Matteo says, going for the door. 


I snort. “The day I can’t handle a pack of pathetic worms is 
the day I step down as Don of this Family. I’ll handle it.” 


I push open the car door and swagger across the street, the 
man’s voice getting louder the closer I get. He’s around my 
height with the sort of bloated muscles men only get from 
injecting chemicals into their veins. All of his entourage is 
the same, swollen with the easy route to a muscular 
physique. 


The man yelling has thin blonde hair and is wearing a tight 
fitting letterman jacket. 


“Now you’re living all high and mighty,” he’s saying, “you 
should chuck your old pal David a little bit of cash, Lena. 
Come on, don’t be so fucking selfish.” 


David. 


The bastard who tricked her and threw her in the lake, who 
humiliated her. 


“What the fuck is going on here?” I snarl, marching right 
over to them. 


Lena glances at me, tears in her eyes and a fierce set to her 
lips. I can tell just by looking at her - because I can read 
her, always - that she’s already put up one hell of a verbal 
defensive against this prick. But even fierce flames like 
Lena’s can get buried under the weight of all that swollen 
aggression. 


“Nothing’s going on,” David says, glancing at me. “So just 
be on your way, old man.” 


“Old man?” Lena snaps, laughing mockingly. “He’s more fit 
and capable than any of you little runts. He’s ten times the 
man you'll ever be, David.” 


“Wow, look at this,” David sniggers. “The little naked slut 
grew some teeth.” 


“Apologize,” I say flatly. 


“What?” David mutters, glancing at me with a curled lip. “I 
didn’t even realize you were still here, grandpa.” 


“Apologize or I’m going to break your fucking nose and 
make you apologize.” 


“You hear this, fellas?” David snickers, glancing behind him 
at his cackle of hyenas. He turns back to me. “It’s all of us 
against you. Why don’t you do the smart thing and be on 
your way?” 


I sigh darkly, and then reach forward and take Lena by the 
hip. I guide her behind me and then walk right up to David, 
his eyes as wide as plates and his tongue making coked out 
movements across his teeth. 


“You think you’re a hard man,” I say, just loud enough for 
him to hear. “You’ve been allowed to believe that your 
whole life because you’ve been sheltered. You’ve only ever 
had to contend with the kids in your high school. You and 
your friends take steroids so that people are afraid of you. 
But I’m not afraid of you, you pathetic fucking loser. I’m not 
afraid of you at all.” 


“Alright, that’s it,” David whimpers, puffing his chest up 
even more. “ You just signed your death warrant.” 


He swings on me with a clumsy right hook, which is exactly 
what I wanted. 


Of course, I could bribe the necessary witnesses to make 
any assault charges go away, but having him attack me first 
just makes things easier. 


Because this man deserves to be punished. 
What he did to my queen is unacceptable. 


I slide out of range and weave to the left, dodging his follow 
up left uppercut. Then I dart forward and pommel his nose 


with a left straight that he doesn’t see coming. 


He gasps and collapses backward as teeth fly from his 
mouth and his nose makes a crunch noise. 


Then his friends rush me, all of them with their bloated 
muscles and their swollen egos, their understanding of 
violence real kindergarten shit. 


I throw myself to the side and then spin around with an 
elbow that crunches into a red haired guy’s jaw, sending 
him hurtling backward, his body smashing into two of his 
friends and sending all three of them sprawling to the 
ground. 


I raise my fists, eyeing the remaining hyenas as they gather 
around me, looking at each other as though for support. 


But there’s no support for them. 
There’s no escape. 


“Fucking hell, is he a professional MMA fighter or what?” 
the red haired guy groans, sitting up in that dazed way 
people do when they’ve got a concussion. 


“Shut up,” David whines, his voice choked with the blood 
running from his nose as he stumbles to his feet. “Let’s get 
him, fellas. He’s one old man, for fuck’s sake.” 


I grin like a wolf. “Yeah, come on, fellas.” 


They dive at me and I let my finely honed instincts take 
over, slipping an amateurish overhand right and ducking 
under with a brutal body shot, sending the man wheezing 
to the floor. 


I backhand another fist out of the way and then surge 
forward for a head butt, feeling the explosion of the nose on 
the surface of my skin. 


Finally, they all learn their damn lesson, skirting backward, 
looking at me with the wide eyes the herd reserves for the 
alpha. 


They can’t believe how powerless they truly are, especially 
not when they’ve been allowed to believe they’re powerful 
for their entire lives. 


David stumbles back, his hand covering his face as the 
blood pours and pours from his nose. 


I dart forward and grab the scruff of his neck, dragging him 
like a cub to my queen and forcing him to his knees. 


“Apologize,” I snarl. “Right now.” 


“I’m s-sorry,” he stammers. “Oh, jeez, my nose, man ... 
Lena, I shouldn’t have done it. I don’t even know why I did 
it. I’m sorry.” 


Lena tosses her head, her features so queenly I feel like 
beating my hands against my chest in triumph. 


“T know why you did it, David,” she sighs. “Because you’re a 
pathetic little boy and have no idea what it takes to be a 
real man. Come on, Lorenzo, let’s leave these losers alone.” 


I laugh and shove him away, approaching my queen and 
taking her by the arm. “After you,” I say. 


We sit in the private garden of the elite rooftop restaurant, 
wisterias drifting down around our table, separating us 
from the pathway that leads to the general dining area. The 
sun slants down, glowing through the purple blooms of the 
wisteria leaves. 


A bird sits on the balcony on the other side of the leaves, 
chirping a song. 


“This is amazing,” Lena whispers, her dress a deep red that 
compliments her fertility, making her look like a bountiful 
Slice of Eden offered up just for me. 


For me. 
Always. 
“Not as amazing as us,” I whisper. 


I stand up and walk around the table, falling to one knee, 
but we're still staring into each other’s eyes since I’m so 
much taller than she is. 


A blooming blush spreads across her face, the corners of 
her lips twitching upward warmly. 


“T love you,” I say firmly, without doubt. “I love you more 
than anything in this world. I fell in love with you when I 
heard your sweet voice in the gym. I fell in love with you the 
first time I saw you bent over those flowerbeds. Hell, Lena, I 
fell in love with you when you faced down David, brave and 
sassier then a hellcat. I’ll never stop falling in love with you, 
every damn day.” 


“T love you, too,” she gushes, a sob breaking at the back of 
her throat as tears cling to her eyes. “I love you so, so 
much, Lorenzo.” 


“You’re the only person I ever want to spend my life with,” I 
whisper, reaching inside my suit jacket and taking out the 
silk lined ring box. I open it to reveal an elegant diamond 
ring with a beautifully sized and intricate rock. “Lena Kayla 
Jenkins, will you make me the happiest man in the world 
and marry me?” 


Her mouth falls open in cute shock, and then she brings her 
hands to her face and gasps, waving at her eyes as though 
she can shoo away the tears. 


But they come, coursing joyfully down her cheeks. 


“Yes,” she cries. “A million, billion, ga-frickin’-jillion times 
yes!” 


I slide the ring onto her finger and leap forward, throwing 
my arms around her and pulling her deep into my embrace. 


“We’re going to be so happy,” I whisper, kissing away her 
warm, Salty tears. “I’m yours. And you’re mine.” 


“Forever,” she croaks, her smile making her whole face 
shine. “And ever and ever, Lorenzo.” 


EPILOGUE 


ONE YEAR LATER 


| ena 


I sit in the dressing room taking deep breaths, looking at 
myself in the mirror and trying to let calm waves wash over 
me. I’m wearing a loose fitting kaftan, because the baby 
weight from Hope and Grace hasn’t quite gone yet. 


And by hasn’t quite gone, I mean it’s still there, pretty 
much. 


I smooth my hands over my hair to tame the spiraling 
auburn and then take yet another deep breath, as though 
I’m trying to win the deep breath olympics or something. 


I almost leap out of my skin when the door pushes open. I 
turn to find Lorenzo filling the frame, Hope cradled to his 
chest with one hand and Grace with the other. The light 
from the hallway spills in behind him and dimly I can hear 
the crowd from the theater drifting over to us, talking 
quietly. 


I’m doing my first proper gig, arranged as a stylish night in 
a theater instead of at a bar or a club because I wanted to 
slowly ease myself into it. I’ve been releasing music online 


this whole past year, and a few of my songs have even gone 
a little viral, giving me two hundred thousand followers on 
social media. 


But this gigging game is new to me, and the nerves buzz 
around me like frantic summer bees. 


“You’re going to do amazingly well,” Lorenzo says, closing 
the door with his elbow. 


He softly carries Hope and Grace to the cribs in the corner, 
which Lorenzo insisted were included with the room so that 
Grace and Hope could come and support their Mommy on 
her big night. 


“Do you think so?” 


I kneed my thighs through the kaftan, letting out sighs that 
are supposed to calm me, but only send more nerves 
surging through me. Lorenzo smiles over the cribs, 
reaching down to adjust their blankets, and then walks over 
to me. 


He leans down and takes my hands in his, pulling me to my 
feet. I fall against him and immediately the calm I’ve been 
looking for washes over me, a whelm of relaxation 
smoothing every part of me. 


“Jesus, I should’ve thought this through,” he laughs. 
“Pushing you up against me like this is giving me some 
pretty frickin’ savage ideas.” 


I giggle, nudging him playfully in the side. “It’s so funny 
when you say frickin’, my king,” I banter. “I mean, I’m 
happy you do. I don’t want the girls’ first words to be a 
curse word, but it’s just so frickin’ funny.” 


“But it’s true,” he whispers, leaning down and kissing my 
neck, and then up, to my cheek, leaving a blossoming trail 


of warmth all over my face. “ You’re too perfect. It’s too easy 
to imagine all the things I should be doing to you right now. 
I’m just glad the girls are here to tame the savage in me.” 


I roll my eyes, seriously, the hardest eye roll there’s ever 
been. I’m surprised they don’t go out of my head. 


“What?” he chuckles, reading me. 


“Its just, are you serious? I’m about as frumpy as frumpy 
can be right now. I haven’t even started to get rid of the 
baby weight.” 


He narrows his eyes, confusion writ across his features. “Do 
you think I care about that?” he laughs warmly. His eyes 
gleam as brightly as his silver threaded hair. His square jaw 
twitches in his content smile. “ You’re the sexiest person I’ve 
ever laid eyes on. Every time I look at your curvaceous 
figure, I’m reminded of how you carried our offsprings, of 
how your ample breasts feed Hope and Grace...” 


“Nah uh,” I giggle, slapping his hot iron chest. “I know that 
look, bad boy. It’s not time for your feeding yet. Maybe later, 
though.” 


He laughs and I giggle, but there’s a note of lust beneath 
each sound, and when our eyes meet I just know that if 
Hope and Grace weren’t here we’d give into our animal 
desire. 


Even though we’ve moved to a sweeter stage of our 
relationship, with our wedding day being the sweet as 
candy zenith, there’s still this savage want that burns within 
both of us like fire. 


I thought the girls might change that, but they haven’t, not 
at all. 


Lorenzo loves and desires me, shaved or unshaved, baby 
weight or no baby weight. 


“T love you,” I whisper, kissing him in a brief moment of 
tantalizing sizzling contact. 


“T love you more,” he growls, sliding his hand down my body 
and clutching onto my hips. “And I just know you’re going to 
be incredible tonight. When you were rehearsing for me 
last night, I almost cried.” 


“Ha ha,” I mutter sarcastically, jabbing him in the side 
again. “As if you’d ever cry.” 


“Well, not cry, perhaps,” he allows, smiling banteringly. “But 
it moved me so much. And all the views and support you 
have online just goes to prove your talent is unquestionable. 
You never use auto tune, Lena, or any editing trickery to 
enhance your voice. You just are amazing, in every 
goddamn way, and I’m so glad I followed your song that day 
in the garden.” 


“Me too,” I whisper, blinking rapidly as tears threaten to 
slide down my cheeks. “But you need to stop all this talk 
before I ruin the little makeup I’ve managed to put on.” 


“It wouldn’t matter,” he whispers, leaning down and kissing 
me firmly, our lips singing out a song of pure joy and 
pleasure. “You’d be just as beautiful without it.” 


“I can’t believe I used to be your gardener,” I whisper, 
giggling. “And now I haven’t stepped foot in the garden for 
ages, I’ve been so busy.” 


“That’s just fine,” Lorenzo smiles. “Because we’ve made our 
own perfect Eden right here, with the four of us.” 


“And soon we'll have more, Lorenzo. I just know my womb is 
desperate to give us more little DeLucas. I can feel it.” 


He grins, leaning down for another kiss. 


“There you go again, my queen, giving me savage ideas.” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


TEN YEARS LATER 


| orenzo 


I stand at the grill, feeling like a primordial man who’s just 
lugged home a kill and is now going to feed his family. A 
glowing sense of belonging infuses me as I watch the smoke 
rise into the air and listen to the hiss of the barbecued 
meat. 


Hope stands at my side, grinning up at me with her dark 
hair tied back in a ponytail. Her hair is almost the same 
color as mine but without the silver, and as I look at her I 
see my own eyes staring back at me. 


“Daddy, can I help?” she says. 
“What did we talk about?” I ask. 
She furrows her forehead. 


When she does that, I know that I was wrong, she isn’t one 
hundred percent me. That forehead furrow is her mother 
through and through, the same way she looks when she’s 
concentrating at her writer’s desk, laying out the lyrics for 
her next hit single. 


Lena has flourished as a singer songwriter in these past ten 
years, going from that first sensational gig at the theater to 
venues packed ten thousand deep with adoring fans, all of 
them screaming her name. 


She’s done collaborations with pop stars and rappers and, 
through it all, she’s retained the Eden like beauty and grace 
that made me fall in love with her to begin with. 


She’s just Lena. 
She’s just perfect. 
And I’m the luckiest man in the world that she’s mine. 


“Be careful,” Hope says, with an eye roll. “I know, Daddy. 
But I’m nine now. I’m basically a grownup.” 


I shake my head, grinning. “How about this? I’ll lift you up 
and you can flip the burgers? But you have to be very 
careful.” 


“Okay, Daddy. Yay.” 


I tuck my hands under her armpits and lift her up, letting 
her pick up the spatula and carefully flip the meat. Once 
everything has been placed on the fresh side, I put her 
down and move to ruffle her hair. 


She pouts at me, dancing away. “Daddy you're always 
messing up my hair,” she giggles. 

“Would you prefer your hair to be messed up, or to go to 
Tickle Land?” 


Her face lights up and she jumps back, raising her hands. 
“Daddy, not Tickle Land,” she giggles. “You’re such a 
weirdo.” 


But she can’t stop laughing as I chase her around the 
garden, and soon Leo and James are running after us, my 


seven year old and six year old like little tanks, running 
around like miniature versions of their father with their 
shirts off, little barbarians. 


I fall to the floor as all three of them leap on me. 
“Got you, Daddy,” Leo laughs. 
“T got his legs,” James says. “Leo, look. I got Daddy’s legs.” 


I grin. James is always seeking Leo’s approval, the most 
loyal little brother he could ask for. 


I sit up and wrap them all in my arms, looking up to see that 
Lena has taken over grill duties. Grace stands next to her 
with her microphone and little pink boombox in her hand, 
something she rarely goes anywhere without since we got it 
for her last birthday. 


I look onto the cobblestone porch, sitting under the shadow 
of our seven bedroom home, the layout of the building with 
the corner turrets making it look like a castle. 


And it is. 
It’s our castle. 
And we’ve already filled it with six children. 


There’s Hope and Grace, the twins, and Leo and James, the 
little terrors. And then there’s Alexis, our three year old, 
sitting in her sandpit with a big ear to ear grin on her face 
as she arranges her dolls around a picnic blanket, because 
they’re having a seaside picnic. 


Samantha, our youngest, lies in the crib in the house, visible 
through the ceiling high glass windows. From the baby 
monitor on the large oak dining table, she coos as she 
sleeps softly. 


“Mommy, do you think I can be a singer as good as you one 
day?” Grace says as I stand up and lead the children over to 
the table. 


“Alright, kids,” I say, eyeing Hope and Leo and James. 
“Who’s going to pass Daddy some buns and who’s going to 
lay the table?” 


“TIl do the table, Daddy,” Hope grins. 
“Buns, buns!” James and Leo yell together, grinning. 


“You can be anything you want,” Lena says, reaching down 
and brushing her hand through Grace’s wavy hair. “I was 
just a gardener once upon a time. Not that there’s anything 
wrong with being a gardener. If you’re passionate and 
invested in it, then fine. But I wasn’t. I dreamed of being a 
singer.” 


“And then what happened, Mommy?” Grace asks, hanging 
onto her mother’s every word like she always does. She’s so 
cute. 


“And then I met a charming prince, and he made all my 
dreams come true.” 


J 


“Hey,” I laugh, cutting a burger bun in half as Hope 
methodically sets the silverware. “I gave you a starting 
point, Lena, that’s all. It’s your talent and dedication that 
made you a superstar.” 


Lena giggles, causing her flowing summer dress to shift and 
dance around her. The material is light and pale, lying 
gently across her curvaceous body, and even now I can’t 
stop my eyes from roaming up and down her and thinking 
about later, when we’re alone in our bedroom, of all the 
savage and beautiful things we’re going to do together. 


I love her so much I ache. 


She’s the best thing that ever happened to me. 


And we’ve created a life I never could have dreamed of 
without her. 


“You’re flattering me, my king,” Lena says, eyeing me 
playfully like she always does when she calls back to our 
earlier days together. 


“Tt’s the truth,” I grin. “And don’t you ever forget it.” 
She glows. “I love you, Lorenzo DeLuca.” 

“T love you, Lena DeLuca.” 

“Hey,” Grace giggles. “What about me, huh?” 


I grin. “I love you, Grace. And I love you, Hope. And you, 
James. Leo, has Daddy every told you how much he loves 
you?” 


“Ew,” Leo laughs. “Gross.” 


I grin, chuckling. “Alexis,” I call over to the sandpit. “Daddy 
loves you.” 


“Yay, Daddy loves! ’Lexis loves Daddy!” 


Everybody laughs, and then I stand up and go inside to 
check on Samantha, reaching down and softly stroking her 
precious cheek. She reaches and grabs onto my finger, 
clutching on tightly. 


“T love you, honey,” I whisper, looking outside and seeing 
that Lena is taking a picture on her phone, the little minx. 


I smile. I can’t help it. 


I’m the happiest man alive. 
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